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Mi "9 Gwize Farquhar. 


'T I S obſerv'd_ that the World is naturally 


apt [to enquire into the Life and Cha- 
| raQter of thoſe Men who have made them- 
ſelves famous. for any. particular Art or Science : 
5g Satisfattion we receive in the Peruſal of an 
ngenious Author excites in/ us this Curioſity, ard 
is 6 imperfeC& till we are ſatisfy'd therein. ' On this 
ideration, ſince few Comick W riters have met 
with a more favourable Reception among People 
" ts: moſt-Polite * aſte, than the pr AE of 1 ihe 
ollowing Works, I ht it nece ry.to-prefix 
theſe fan Memoirs of his Life, ig 
Mr, George Farqubar was ns the North of 
Ireland, of | lg that held no mean Rank in the 
| who, having a numerous Iſſue, cou'd be- 
ſtow on. him-no Fortune, farther than a pentcel 
Education. ons they who are bleſs'd with a Poeti- 
dg gn $ ſhew ſome Glimmerings of their 
Fancy in theix Youth, fo he, ere he arriv'd at his 
Tenth gp gave ſeveral Specimens, of a peculiar 
Turn that Way. One of his juvenile ProduQions 
1 ſhall here tin, in which he diſcover'd a Way 
of Thinking, as well.as te of hantiniary 
far _ his Years. | < 1. 
A3 The 


Perſon who repreſented: 


Courage and Conduct, + 


6 Se MEMOIRS of 


The plant Soul of erring Youth, 
1s like ſoft Was, or moiften'd Clay, 
Apt to receive all Heavenly Truth ; 


Or yield to Tyrant Vl the Sway: ES 


Fj Tr” 
Slight Folly in your early Years, 
At Manhood may to Virtue riſe ; 
But he, who in bis Youth appears _ 
A Fool, in Age will ne'er. be-wiſe, + © 


He was educated in the Univerſity of Dullir, | 
where, by the Progreſs he made in his Studies, he | 
acquir'd a confiderable Reputation. He began very | 
early to apply himſelf to the Stage, as 'an Actor, | 


following the Examples of Lee and Orway,' and with 
| the like Succeſs; who, tho' excellent Dramatick 


Poets, made but an indifferent Appearance as Ac- | 
tors: However, Mr. Farquhar having the Advan- | 


tageofa very good-Perſon, tho” with a weak Voice, 
was never repuls'd by the Audience in his Perfor- 


mances z ſo reſolv'd to continue on -the Stage till 
ſomething better ſhou'd offer; which Reſolution was 


ſoon thrown aſide by'the following Accident. Per- 


forming the Part of Guyomay in the-[ndian Emperor, 


who is ſuppos'd to kill Vaſquez, one of the Spaniſh 


Generals, and forgetting-ro exchange” his' Sword 
for a Foil, in' the Engagement (he ' wounded the 
Vaſqtin, tho' (as it /hap- 


'pen'd) not dangerouſly,” nevertheleſs it put an End | 
to his appearing'on the'Stage as an Aﬀtor. Some 
Time after this, the Earl of Orrery,- in regard to 
his particular Merit, gave him a Lieutenancy in 
his Regiment then in [reland : As a Soldier he'be- 
| hav'd very well, and gave ſeveral Proofs ' of his | 


He | 


My. George Farquhar. L 
= He was very young when he wrote his firſt Co- 
& medy, the Succeſs of which far exceeded his Ex- 
7 pectation, as indeed did moſt of his other Pieces, 
= *Tis remark'd of him, That he was peculiarly hap- 
= py in the Choice of his Subjects, which he took 
Care to adorn with Variety of CharaQters and Inci- 
dents; his Style is pure and unaffected ;z his Wit 
natural, and flowing, and his Plots generally well 
contriv'd. He Jlaſh'd the Vices of the Age, tho' 
with a merciful Hand; for his Muſe was good-na- 
tur'd, not abounding over- much with Gall, tho' he 
ZZ has been blani'd for it by the Criticks. It has been 
Z objected to him, that he was too baſty in his Pro- 
= ductions, but 1 believe by ſuch only who are chiefly 
Admirers of ſtiff and elaborate Performances, ſince 
with a Perſon. of a ſprightly Fancy thoſe Things 
are often beſt, which are ſtruck off is Po» | nn 
His laſt Comedy, the. S!ratagem, he began and 
ended in ſix Weeks, with a ſettled Sickneſs upon 
him all the Time; nay, he even perceiv'd the Ap- 
proaches of Death, ere he had fniſh'd the ſecond 
A&t, and (as he had often foretold) dy'd before the 
Run of his Play was over. His other Plays were 
dedicated to Perſons of DiftinCtion, and he defign'd 
a Dedication of this laſt to my Lord Cadogan; but 
his Lordſhip, for Reaſons unknown, evaded it, tho? 
he made him an handſome Preſent, with Promiſes 
of his future Favour ; which, probably, wou'd' have 
been fulfll'd, if our Author had ſurviv'd: Tho' 
he had but little Reaſon to rely on the Promiſes of 
Great Men a certain Great Courtier having pre- 
vail'd on him to ſell his Commiſſion, with ſolemn 
Aſſurances of providing for him. better, which he 
forgot to keep, Mr. Farquhar in his Song of a 
Trifle, ſeems to point at the Perſon in this Stanza. 


A4 S But 


8 Some MEMOIRS &c. 


Brut if you will go to the Place 

here Trifles abundantly breed, © 

The Levee will ſhow you his Grace 
Aakes 'Promiſes Trifles indeed. 


*Tis ſuppos'd, that thus failing in his ExpeQta- 2 | 
tions, together with an unfortunate Marriage,ſhort- | 


en'd his Days. For his Wife, (by whom he had 


two Daughters only) through the Reputation of a ® 


great Fortune, trick'd him into Matrimony, This | 


was Chiefly the Fault of her Love, which was ſo * 


_ violent for him, that ſhe reſolv'd to leave nothing | 


untry'd to gain him. Tho” ſome Huſbands wou'd | 
have prov'd mere Huſbands in ſuch a Cafe, Mr. | 


| > ubar was ſo much charm*d with her Love and © 


Underſtanding, that he entirely forgave her, and | 
liv'd very happily with her ; therefore, 'when I.fay 


_ an unfortunate Marriage conduc'd, with other Cir- 


cumftances, to the ſhortening his Days, 1 only | 
mean, that his Fortune being too lender to ſupport Þ 
a Family, led him into a great many Cares, and 
Inconveniencies; for I have often heard him -ſay, 
That it was more Pain to bim in imagining that his 


| Family might want a needful Support, than the moſt 


violent Death that cou'd be inflifted on him, But his 
Wi ife being long ſince dead,” his good Friend Mr, 


. WJVilks has been highly inftrumental in ſetting his 
Children above Want, _ 


Mr. Farguhar, beſides theſe ſeven Comedies, af- 


| ſiſted Mr. Motteux in a Farce call'd The Stage- 
| Coach. He left no other Papers behind him ; for, 


three Hours before his Death, .he flung ſeveral 
Fragments into: the Fire, declaring, at the ſame 


'Time, that he had no Remains worth ſaving. 
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* Edmund Chaloner, Eq; 


S 1 R, | | 

S it is the Buſineſs of Writing to tranſmit Virtue to 
Pofterity, ſo it is the Policy of the Pen to make a 

Party for its ProduQtions, - by engaging in their Cauſe 

ſome worthy Perſon univerſally honour'd and be- 

lov'd, whoſe admir'd and eſtabliſh'd Charater may add 

a Value tothe Work, and take off all Itmputation of 


-Flattery from the Author. © * 
 . Pheſe Advantages I had defipn'd myſelf before, in 


* 


a -Piece of 'another Nature, had not Your Modeſty 
caution'd me the contrary ; but 1 think it Injuſtice that 
one Part of your Character ſhould obſcure the reit ; 
and tho' I muſt deſpair of Your Conſent for what they 
call a Dedication,' yet ['muſt beg Your Excuſe, if at 
preſent I conſult what ſhall turn moſt to my own Ho- 
nour, and the Intereft of my Book, before Your Ap- 
Probation and Allowarice. But I hope you will come 
to Pardon the Preſumption, when I aſſure You, that 
my Intention is not fo much a Paneg yrick upon You, as 
to compliment myſelf; and my own Modeſty, not 
Yours, ſhould take the Offence. I 
Phe preat and vittuous 'Acions of Progenitors 
look with a twofold AfpeR upon their Pofternty ; for 
when the Vices of the latter apxear in the fame De- 
gree of Oppoſition with the Merits of the firſt, the 


Praiſe of the Father becomes a Satyr upon the Son 3 


and that Coat of Arms which was the Glory of one, 
| EY AG turns 


10 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


turns to a. ſevere Libel upon the other. But when the. | 
Blood runs in the fame Channet of Virtue, as of Con- 7 


| ow EA when the Courſe of the Stream 5 as. pure 2 


Jucid' as the Fountain-head ; then may the Me-| 'Y 


_-mory of the paſt, andthe PraQice of the preſent Age "Ft 


come boldly Face to Face, where, by a juſt Reſem- 7 


| blance of Features, the Fore-father may joyfully own : 


his legitimate Poſterity, b 
This Advantage, Sir, is Yours in PerfeQion, be- 
ing fprung from an Ancient and Honourable Farhity, of 


which, Merit:laid the Foundation, and Virtue has ce- 


mented the Structure. | : 
The known Bravery of your famous Anceſtor, Sir 
T homas Chaloner, added more Value to the Order, than | 


| he received by the Knighthood 5 not meanly dubbed by 
a Court-Favourite, but on the Field of Battle, where * 
the Voice of War declar'd him Noble, before the Ge- * 


neral made him a Banneret, Add to this, the Poli- | 
tick and Prudent Diſcharge of his Honourable Em- 


_baſly from Queen Elizabeth to the King of Spain, and 
it will evidently appear how Minerva had an equal 
Share with Mars in his Edueation ; and that his Cha- * 

rater left us by a great Sretalinan, and his intimate * 

Friend, the Huftrious Ceci/, was juſt to his Merit: , 


NN ww9g Prudentia, Firtus, © 
| We diviſa aliis, Chalonero jundle  Fuere. 


This Encamium,. Sir, is lineally deſcended. to. his 


— Poſterity, but with all its. Circumſtances appears 


moſt viſibly intaild upon you. In Vindication of 
which I ſhall only appeal to the Judgment of -Man- 


kind, and the Adtions of Your Life ; and tho? Your 


Modeſty may quarrel with the World for doing You 
Juſtice, yet You cannot give Your own Behaviour the 
Lye. Sir, there 18.not a Day of Your Life 
but will riſe up againſt You, and produce in le- 


F1ble CharaRters the conſtant Actions of Your Piety, 
Your RET Your RYE Honour and. Inte- 


\ gritY, | | 


The Epifile Dedicatory. It 
grity, to convince You of Your Merit, whether You will 
or not. f x 
So that You muſt give me Leave to apply the Great 

= Burleigh's Verſification to the preſent Opportunity, with | 
e227 the Alteration only of a Word : 


1 Pietas, Prudentia, Virtas, 
2 ue diviſa aliis, Chalonero jun&a ſuperſunt. 
J Another Part of Your great Anceſtor's CharaQter I 


remember is thus deſcrib'd by Mr. Malm— — Nam 
quamvis moXvirue ac varie Lefionis fuerat Chaloneras, 
utilitatem tamen potits were, quam oftentationem warie' 
 Eruditionis mii quaſi wviſſe wvidetur. Theſe Colours, 
Sir, preſent You with Your own PiQure drawn to the 
Life: Yqyr Application to Books is qualify'd by an 
univerſal Knowledge in Mankind ; and Your. Acquiſi- 
tions by Study are as far removed from Pedantry, as 
Your Experience 'in the World. from the Foppery of 
a Traveller. The Qualifications of Foreign Coun- 
tries are fo naturaliz'd in You, that they feem rather 
a genume Tranſmigration from Your Anceſtors, than 
the Effefts of Your own Induftry ; and the 'Tempe- 
- rance of Your Life, with the Modeſty of your Conver- 
ſation, ſerves not to inform us that You have ſeen ſo 
much, but may convince the World that You have 
choſen the ber, _ Þ 
But we need not have. Recourſe to France or 1taly 
for Your Improvements: Your Alliance and daily 
Converſation with ſo many of the moſt noble Families 
_ In Fngland is ſufficient to authorize Your Merit, and 
finiſh Your CharaQer, being equally related to their 
Mood, and their Virtues. | 
- And now, Sir, I come about to my firſt Poſition, 
inferring from this, a Cempliment upon myſelf: [ 
have the Honour ſometimes of ſharing ſome few Hours 
of that Converſation, which is ſo much courted by my 
Superiors, and conſequentially to plume my Vanity in 
this Occaſion of acquainting the World with my Hap- 


pineſs, | 
=: AG From 


12 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. Þ 
From the mentioning of the Honourable Sir Thomas | 
Chaloner, I deduce this Advantage, that I make the | 
moſt courtly Addreſs imaginable to Poetry, by inform- 
'ing the World, in Defence of that Art ſo much vilify'd 
by ſome, that this great Stateſman and 'Soldier, the ® 
_ *truſtiefſt Miniſter to the greateſt of Queens, and the | 
Intimate Friend to the wile of Politicians, was at the |! 
_ fame Time one of the greateft Poets that ever England 
_produc'd. His ten Books de Republics Anglorum in- | 
ftaurandi, are ſufficient Proofs that the Qualihcations of | 
Virgil are conſittent with thoſe of Caro, and that a Poe- 
tical Genius has accompany'd the greateſt Abilities both 
in Court and Camp. | | 
Thus, Sir, You ſee that I have avoided the current 
Form in Pieces of this Nature; not loading the Mo- 
defty of my Patron, but heightening the Vanity of the 
Aut - ; and by commending you, I have flatter'd 
. mytel1r, | i | 7 
Nh Feit is new, pray, Sir, let me intreat You 
to believe the Defign of it Novel, it being only ſent in 
the Capacity and GharaQer of a familiar Letter, and 
therefore refuſes to be receiv'd with the uſual Formali- 
ties of a Mercenary Dedication. Iam, 


oy SI R, | 
Your moſt Faithful, and 
moſt Hunble Servant, 


G. FARQUHAR- 


TO 


R E A D E R. 


SIR, 


N this Colle#ion of Letters, it is but reaſonable that 

you fhould have one” among the teſt; and the* 1 may 

want the Honour of your Acquaintance, yet be af- 
Ward, there is no Perſon in the Werld more willing to _ 
= oblige you than your humble Servant. I have heard . 
5 ach a Chara#er of your honour, your Wit, your Fudge 
= ment, your Learning, and your Candonr, that 1 am tm 
= a perfect Rapture to think | Ref happy T ſhall be in your 
= Hands. 
| It was a good ancient Cuftom with our F aofarkers, 
= to begin their Prefaces with Kind Reader. 1 would have 
== reviv'd that Faſhion with all my Heart, and calPd you 
= Courteous, or Gentle Reader, as you very well deſerwe ; 
== but 1 thought the Style a little too obſolete for a Book 
Xt that I defign'd fbould be a Beau, For you muſt under- 
== /ard, Sh, that this Gentleman is Span new from Top 
to Toe, talks of every Thing but Religion, admires him- 
elf wery much, and his greateſt Ambition is. to pleaſe 
the Ladies, But to finiſo his Charatter, hes perfectly 
civil to every Body he meets, and with a more parti- 
= Ow profound Reſpect does he run te kiſs your 


He's 


14 The PREF ACE. 
He's none of thoſe Bully-books that come bluff into the | 
Ferld, with Damme, Reader, you're a Blockhead. if | 
9.9 don't commend me. No, no, Sir — If you 
like him, why you have all the Senſe that he thought you þ 
had nm If you diflike him, you have more Sin/e 
than he was aware of, that's all, | 
Befides all this, he has more Manners than to come 
among Gentlemen with his Taylor's Bill in his Hand, 
and to entertain the Company with a long Preface or 11- 
eentory to his Equipments; as ſuch a Thing coft ſo much, 
and ſuch a Thing is worth ſo much, the Work of ſuch 
a Part is excellent, the Faſhion from Patis, and the 
Taylor a Frenchman ; you muſt pardon him for that,. Sit : 
1F you like the Suit, taking it all together, approve his 
Fancy, and allow it becomes him, he's your very humble 
Servant, a $64 
. Moreover, Sir, I wou'd have you to know, that this 
Gentleman is of forme Circumſtance and Condition, | and 
has not been engag'd in the Shifts that ſome late Sparks 
are put to for their Habiliments, who ferrit all the Wit- 
brokers. in Town, taking up from ſeveral Places, and 
ftrut in a ſecond hand Finery, patch'd up of the Scraps 
and Remnants of the eminent Men of the Age. For I 
anuſ} tell you, Sir, tho) his Cloaths be but plain, yet they 
are his. own, taken up handſomely at one Place, where 
he may have Credit for as much more, when theſe ane 
Gra SS LANNY 197 16. 4s 
| .' And now, dear Sir, [ei me intreat. you to receive hin 
| ewith the uſual Farms of Civility ; if you be a Courtier, 
you will ſhew your Breeding ; receive him with a ſin- 
 cere Smile, ſavear to do him all the Serwice you can, and 
you will certainly keep your Word—— as you us'd to db. 
From the City he expe&s more than an ordinary Recepiion, 
becauſe he is. become one of their Honourable Society; he is 
bound to Mr. Lintot, and ten to one may ſerve ſeven 
Years in his Shop, if the Town don't club te purchaſe his 
Freedom ; he expeds good Duarter from the Wits and Cri- 
ticks, becauſe he ſets up for neither ; beſides, he has ſcat- 
ter'd ſome little N, nfo here and there, that they might 
xot be diſappointed of their Prey, But his greateſt Concern 


7H 


Tie FREFA C-E. 15 
is for his Entertainment with the Ladies, reſolv'd how-_ 
ever not to complain, thinking it a greater Honour to fall 
& Sacrifice to the Reſentment of the Fair, than to live by 
the Approbation of Men. The' he has ſome Ground: for a 
more moderaie Fate at their Hands, becauſe @ great Part 
of the Work was firſt defign'd for one of that Sex, with- 
out any farther Confaderation of pleaſing the World; and 
the Beauties of the Book, if there be any, were brought 
from a Lady's Cabinet to the Preſ;; and if it can W 
from the Preſs get back again into the Ladies Cloſets, 
there may it reft, 'and Peace be withit, © 
(' - Now, Sir, as we niet good Friends, pray let us part 
fo; I hate quarrelling mortally, and eſpecially with a 
Perſon of your preſent Charadter and Condition ; and as 
you like my E prftolary S tyle, we ſpall ſettle a farther Cor- 


reſpondence. | 
LEEXLGERELEXEXLE ENLE 


ADVERTISEM ENT. : a 


+ * In the Diſcourſe upon Comedy, I muſt beg 
the Reader's Excaſe for omitting to mention a cer» 
tain Fragment of Poetry written by Ari/tor/e.. I thank 
Scaliger for his timely Diſcovery, but ſhou'd be muck. 
_ obliged to any Body that could ſhew me the- 
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On the Death | General Schomberg, 
CE x the Boyn. . 74 


A Pinniarcrk - 


A "hrs the War? ... 
TIF The Vier. gives more. than the 
L Conquer'd fears : 
2H The Streams of Blood are loſt in 
SYLLNRNS Floods of Tears, 
And ViRor with droeping Ag comes tagging 
from afar. 


The Brizih Lion roars 0D 
Along the fatal Shores ; + | Y 
Ty Jbernian Harp in mournful Strains, 
Mixt with the £Zccho of the Flood, complains : 
Round whoſe reflefting Banks the grieving Voice, 
Shakes with a trembling Noiſe, | 
As if afraid to tell 
How the Great, Martial, Godlike Schomberg fell 


II, 
"Gods! How he ſtood, 
All terrible in Blood, 


Stopping 
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Stopping the Torrent of his Foes, and Current of the 
He, Me/es like, with Sword inſtead of Wand, (Flood. 
This redder Sea of Gore cou'd ftrait command ; 
But not, like Me/es, to ſecure his Flight, 
But he a of Wares "and Fs ” meet Tn i bght. 


We $4 4 


Iv. 
The wa "Guns $*d- bis = e o'er 
With Theows cms og on the ge v5 
Of which delivered, they ſtart back and roar, 
As frighted as the Monfter-which they bore. R 
The furious Offspring ſwath'd-in carkag Smoak, | 
And wrapt in Bands of Fire, . 
Hot with its Parent's fulph'rous Ire, 
And wing'd with DER, flies" Og: to the Stroke, x 


Fe "x 7 MT *%-A 

Like ſome great rugged' Tow'r, 

The ancient -Seat of Pow'r, 
Bending with Age its venerable Halls, 
With old and CrABEY 'Wrinkles on its with, - : 

The Neighbour's Terror whilſt it ſands, and Ruin when 

__ Thus-mjghty Schomberg fell —- - ba 

$ reading wide Ruigs o'er the Ground, . OP 
With Deſolation all around, 

Cruſhing with deſtruſtive Weig 

The Foes that undermine his A | 
Whilſt Vieory, that always {pread 
Her tow'ring Pinions o'er his Army's Head, 

Making his Banner ftll her Lure, - 

Like Mari«s's Vultures, to nkoGCongoed "Tap 
Seeing the ſpacious Downfal ſo bemoan'd, _ 
Perch'd on the ages .clapt her Wings, and 5 rPY 


| VI.:::-- 
Thus * Iſrael's Hew* twixt the Tllars fu, | 
The Ne ne ultra of his Fate ; 


. s \ 


w.4 wn t—__—— — — — 
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3 Poems and Letters. 
Theſe Columns which upheld his Name, 
Much longer by their Fall, 
Than thoſe erefted ſtrong and tall, 
The ſtanding Limits of Alcides's Fame. 
He fat depriv'd of Sight, | 
Like a black rolling Cloudinvolv'd in Night, 
Conceiving Thunder in its ſwelling Womb, 
Big with ſurprizing Fate, and _ Doom : 
No Flaſh the ſudden Bolt muſt here diſcloſe : 

The Lightning of his Eyes extinguiſh'd by his Foes. 
His Foes induſtrious in their juggling Fate, 
Him laviſhly enchain'd we'ſfee, | 

To what muſt ſet him free, 

And them his cheatg&FKeepers captivate. 
He ſhook his Chains with ſuch a Noife, 
The trembling Rout, 
_ Amidſt their | Sg 71 

Gaz'd all 'about, 's | 

And heard the real Samp/or in the Voice: 
They ſaw him too, 'twas Samp/or all, 
. Who by his Thundring Fall 9" _ 

Gave the loud dread Alarm, Bon 
Dragging a Train of Vengeance by each Giant Arm, 
Their chilling Fears did fuch Amazement frame, 
They ſeem'd all Riff and dead before the Ruin came : 
'The Ruin ! only fuch unto his Foes ; | 
From thence his glorious Monument aroſe ; 

But Time's corroding Teeth, in ſpite of Stone, 
Has eat thro” alt, and even the very Ruin's gone : 
But Schomberg's Monument hall ne'er decay, | 
The gliding Boyn 
Time never can disjoin, 
Nor on its Floods impoſe his Laws ; | 
They ſlide, untouch'd, from his devouring Jaws, 
And always running, yet muſt ever ſtay. 


gt Mo EL. i 
Hark ! how the Trumpets hollow Clangors ſound ! 
The Army has receiv'd an univerſal Wound : _ 

| | F e 
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The Death of Schomberg hung | "JE 


On every faultring Tongue, 

: Whilſt pallid Grief did place 

= A ſympathizing Death in every Soldier's Face : 
7 But hold, ye mighty Chiefs, 

Suſpend your needleſs Griefs, 


$1 And let viftorious Joy your Arms adorn ; 


The mighty Warrior's Ghoft, 
Upon: the S/ygian Coaſt, . x 
Your Sorrows, more than his own F ate, png mourn. 
He ſcorns to be lamented fo, - 
= Moving in ſtately T. riumph to the Shades' below. 
z Behold the Sprites that lately felt the Blow 
1 _ Of his commanding warlike Arm, . 
They ſhivering all ſtart, wide, and even more fleeting 
- As if that powerful Hand, (grow 3 
= That cou'd their grofſer Shapes alive command, BY 
: Had Power to Oe __ rp Form. | 


Then let not Favetal Plaints his Trophies EY 
Let Spoils and Pageants march his Hearſe along, 
And ſhout his Conclamatum m 'Triumphal Song. : 
All baleful Cypre/5 muft be: here deny'd, . 

But Laurel Wreaths fix m their blooming Pride 3x ; 
For as: he conquer'd living, fo he conqu ring dy'd. _ 


OI, 


Written 01 Orinda's Poems lent to'a bf rel in Imi- 
tation of Ovid. 


E Damon ſends his amorous Cauſe to FI 
Orinda muſt for Damon intercede : 


Me has he choſe to. move your an ngry Mind, 
Me the ſoft Fav'rite of the ſofter Kind. 


Me has he choſe your rigorous Breaſt to move, 

He-knows my Force in Poetry and Love. 

Me has he choſe to tell his anxious Pain; _ 
Read me, and read the Paſſion of the oak | 

| | Whatever 
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Whatever Power of Love my Lines can ſhow, 

It falls far ſhort of what he feels for you;. 
Where'er Orinda melts in; atfoving: Strains, 

Think, Cel:a, think that Damon thus complains 2 * 
Whene'er I grieve, think-Damon.pgrieves for | you, 
Pity the Swain that does fo humbly ſue: _ 

This Damon: begs, Orinda begs it too. 


ctr ehockect-etrrcherkutheckoctoetekks hetich-ch 


To the ingemous Lal, Author of the Fatal Friend- 
ſhip, defign'd for a Recommendatory Copy to her 
3 WIG: HS CE EC ns A 4 Y 


JF ET others call the ſacred Nine to aid (laid 
Their moving Thoughts, in moving Numbers 
Invoke the fiery Ged, with all the 'Throng, | 
"That ancient Bards implor'd to guide their Song z 
Whilſt I for nobler Inſpiration ſue, 

Scorning their weaker Helps ; invoking you. 
You, who alone have Power our Ahenghts to raiſe, 
And wing our Fancy to attempt your Praiſe, 
Noughtbut your charming Beauty can diſpenſe 

A Flame fufficient to deſcribe your Senſe. 

Whilſt ſo much Beauty in your Form is ſhown, 

No Pen on Earth can reach it but your own. 

Goon then, Daphne, Phabas will purſue, + 3 
His chafter Fires are all enjoy*d by you ? 
You are his fairer Nymph, you bear his Laurel too. } 
Go on, thou Champion for thy Sex defign'd, 
And prove the Mules arewof Feniale Kind ; 

Let diftant Nations Zzgh Beauties prize, 

_ As much for Charms of Wit, as Pow'r of Eyes : 
Your moving 'Scenes the raviſh'd Audience drew, 
Raptures we felt, as when your Eyes we view z 

Such Arts were us'd to mix our Hopes and Fears, 
You made Grief pleafing, and we ſmil'd in Tears. 
Thus Lovers view a Mitreſs's Diſdain, 
And love te look, 'tho' ſure to look in Pain, 


Th 
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Th Effets of labour'd Art your Work reveals, 
Yeth ſuperior Art that Arti conceals. 
Here Nature gains, tho' naked, thus diſplay'd; 
Like Beauty, moſt-adorn'd; when leaſt array'd, 
Go on then,, doubly arm'd, to conquer Men ; 
Phabis his Harp-and Bow, Ley boaſt.your Eyes and Pony 
All to the firſt 5 Sicko ReluRance yield, 
But your viQorious Pen has-forc'd the Field. 


EELESS NENRLSLSLSLELS 
; | An E Pigram on the Riding: Lande 6 in | Dublin, made 
, , nto- a er ao 


Chapel of tis Riding Houſe i 1s a EDS 

: We. thus once more ſee' Chrift in ik Boy 
Where fill we-find / the: Jockey. Trade OO mb 
The FIN IT and a IR, ride. 
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O poer Leduc vientdthe End OC! 
Whilſt Winds-and. Waves: appos'd his Paſſhge.o'es'; 
More moiſt with Tears, becauſe inland reſftrain'd; 
Than in-theſe:Floods had: he his-Wiſh obtaiy'd 5 
So roi ng Maprntagranr:) upoh. ods Bagg be, | 
Lean'd, beg ing Calme;: /and:as.he:beg lays of 
Kknplor'd: wi Sighs the: Winds, with'T <4 

all Cwrgn Waking dents 


One wou'd: bveckidebs b 
To, raiſe-a-ſecond/ greater. ” any he:meant.. 


uſt fo whil Rpy from:- by: Storms I werp + | 
ok Winds-my: Stghs, - ge 'Fears augment: the Dreps 


With flowin Byes-I view the diſtans Side, , | 
The Space paris-usdoyh. Os: * 


Here' g 
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Here's only left the poor external Part, 
Whilſt you, where'er you move, potlel my 2-20 


Deprivy'd of Love, and your bleſt 47 I die, 
Whilſt you the firſt, and Storms the laſt deny. 


SISSSISIIOGSSISSISSSS 
The Lover's Night, 
H E No s black Curtain o'er the World was 


7 rene,” 
And all Mankind lay Emblems of the Dead ; 
A deep and awful Silence, void of Light, | 
With duſky Wings fat brooding o'er the Night : 
The rolling Orbs moy'd flow from Eaſt to Vett, 
With Harmony that lul'd the World to Reſt; 
The Moon withdrawn, the oozy Floods lay dead, 
The very Influence of the Moon was fled; _ 
Some twinkling Stars, that thro' the Clouds did peep, 
Seeming to wink as if they wanted Sleep ; 
All Nature huſh'd, as when diffoly'd and laid 
In filent Chaos ere the World was made; | 
Only the Beating of the Lover's Breaſt = 
Made Noiſe enough, to keep his Eyes from Reſt ; - - 
His little World, not like the- greater, lay, 
_ In loudeſt Tumults of diſorder'd Day ; 
His Sun of Beauty ſhone to light his Breaſt, 

With all its various Toils and Labours preft ; 7 

The Sea of Paſſions in his working Soul, - 

Rais'd by the Tempeſts of his Sighs, did roll | | 
In tow'ring Floods, to overwhelm the whole; JJ. 

Thoſe Tyrants of the Mind, vain Hope and Fear, 

That ſtill by Turns uſurp an Empire there, _ 5 
| Now raiſing Man on high, then plunging in Deſpair. 

Thus Damon lies, his rief no Reſt affords, _ 
"Till ſwelling full, it thus burſt out in Words. 
Oh ! I could curſe all Woman kind but one, _ 
And yet my Griefs proceed from her alone ; 
Was not our Paradiſe by Woman loſt ? 

But in this Woman ſtill we — it moſ, _ 

: els 
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Hell's greateſt Curſe a Woman, if unkind, _ 
Yet Heav'ns great Bleſling, if ſhe loves, we find. 
Oh! if ſhe lov'd, no God the Bliſs cou'd tell, = 
She wou'd be Heay'n itſelf, were ſhe not ſo much Hell. 
Thus our chief Joys with moſt Allays are curſt, 
And our beſt Things, when once corrupted, worſt. 
But Heav*n 1s juſt; onrſelves the Idols fram'd, 
| And are for ſuch vain Worſhip juſtly damn'd. _ 
Thus the poor Lover argu'd with his Fate; .* 
| Aimylia's Charms now did his Love create, | 
That Love repuls*'d, now prompted him to hate. 
& Sometimes his Arms wou'd cros his Boſom reſt, 
. Hugging her lovely Image printed on his Breaſt; 
& Where flattering Painter-Fancy ſhew'd, his Art, 
& In charming Draughts, his Pencil Czp/4's Dart ; 
Z The Shadow drawn fo lively did appear, 
= As made him think the real Subſtance there ;_ 
W Then was he bleſt, all Rapture ſtunn'd with Joy, 
W Exceſs of Pleaſure did his Bliſs deſtroy ; CE ts 
© He thought her naked, ſoft, and yielding Waſte, 
& Within his prefſing Arms lay folded faſt; : ' 
= Nay, by the Gods, ſhe really there was plac'd: 
Elſe how cou'd Pleaſure to ſuch Raptures flow ? 
Th Efe& was real. Then the Cauſe was ſo. 
= What more can moſt ſubſtantial Pleaſure boaſt, 
= ihan Joy when preſent, Memory when paſt ? 
Then Bliſs 1s real which the Fancy frames, _ 
Or theſe call'd real Joys, are only Dreams. 


I dE 


The Brill, Auguft the 1cth, 1700, New Style, 
Dear 8 A M, pn Lo . | 
i i give you a ſhort Journal of my ſhort Voyage, 

on Weqdne/day I got to Harwich about Four in 
he Afternoon, and alighted at one of the cleaneſt, 
beſt-furniſh'd Inns in the Kingdom ; my Warrant for 
he Packet-boat coſt me Half a Pizce, and to the Of- 


cers for not Em their Duty, Half a Crown. 
ea-Ports, we found extrava- 


gantly 


his Place, like moſt 


| daft for a Night, but Foy cometh in. the. Morning ; ti 
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gantly, dear; . but to, eaſe that Inconyenience, we 
were advis'd.to:get aboard by Eleven at Night. Here 
I; met:a. Gentleman, whole Company I. was. very 
happy in, tho? extremely concern'd for the Occaſion 
of his Voyage, which was an. Expreſs to-the King of 
_ the Duke: of Gloucefter's Death. This was the firſt 
| News I had of this: publick- Loſs, which I had. not 
much Time. to refleQ upon, being fo nearly touch'd 
on the Score. of my private Concern. by a violent 
Storm . that immediately came upon: us: You .may 
gueſs at. our Circumſtances, when I. aflure you, that 
our greateſt Comfort was the Lightning, that ſhew'd 
the Seamen. their. Buſineſs, which, otherwiſe they 
muſt bave- grop!d- for; all Intercourſe. of .Speech bes 
ing broken off by the Loudneſs of the Thunder. We 
had ſuch warm Work, that, I ſometimes. allow?'d it a 
juſt Thought, that Satan ,ſhou'd be: entitled . Prxce « 
the Air ; and again, why the: Devil ſhow'd command 
the Artiflery of Heaven, I cou'd not fo well com 
prehend. I. ſupported myſelf with: the Thought, 
| ut Proridoace Lad an Thelen upom. me, but. that 
this Tumule of the. Elements-was. their Mannef 
expreſting their Grief for the Loſs of his Highneſs; 
that they. were angry at. Mr. L——r for. bringing ſuc! 
unwelcome News into their Dominions, and for mak 
ing a Property of. them to.ſpread: it abroad, By thi 
Kind of Poetical Philoſophy I bore up pretty well un 
der my Apprehenſions, tho* ' never worſe prepar'd 
for: Death, I muſt confeſs:; for I think- I had- neve 
ſo much Money about me at a Time. We had ſome 
Ladies aboard that were ſo extremely: ſick; that the 
often wiſh'd for Death, but were damnably afraid « 
being drown'd. But: as. the Scripture ſays, Sorrow ma 


Weather. clear'd up with the. Day, the. Wind -turn' 
Weſterly, and in &y 3 Hours, I was. going:to oy wi 
ſaw Ezg/and out of Sighti All Thur/day. we had 
freſh Gale and. cold Chickens; our. Wine went : 
bout. at. a ſtrange. Rate; for our Stomachs. ebb'd_ an 
Aow'd like the Element. On Friday Morning » 

h mad 
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made the Coaſt of Holland, a fiff Gale, and the Sea 
ran high. I was mightly pleaſed to view the Con- 
tinent, you may be fure; but as 1 ſtood upon the 
Poop peruſing its firſt Appearance with my Per/pe&iwve, 
] had ſuch a Rebuke for my Curioſity by a great Sea, 
that took us Fore and Aft, that I was ſeaſon'd: for a 
Dutchman immediately. Whether this be a Compl:- 
W ment of Salutation uſually paid to Strangers, or thar 
W the Batavian Out-Guards' took me fora Spy upon 
their Frontiers, I ſhall leave the Skipper to deter- 
mine. In ſhort, by wotking of a ſtaunch Ship, and 
the Influence of a ſtaunch Proverb in Favour of the 
Old Bailey Bar, we got over the Bar at the Mav/e ; 
and the Dutch Wave has cleard my Eye-fight of an 
Error that we Britains are very fond of; that the 
Thames 1s the fineſt River in the Univerſe; for I can 
aſſure you, Sam, that the Rhine is as much beyond it, 
as a Pair of Oars before a Sculler, let all the Tritons 
between Chelſza and Richmond argue never ſo loud to 
the contrary ; tho* in one Sort of Traffic: upon that 
Part of the Thames we exceed the whole World, both 
for the Quantity and Cheapneſs of the Commodity ; 
and I beheve the Store-houſe for this Kind of Szapl/e, 
including the Play-hoy/e and the Roſe, may contend 
with ol Marr in Era. TT ISNT 56 

This Day at Eleven we landed at the Brill, and 
here I have a ſmall Taſte of this Repu3/ich, that makes 
ſuch a Noiſe in the World, — My Fancy, in reſpe& 
of ExpeQation, has 'generally been' fo fruitful; that 
the deareſt Part of my Hopes has frequently ended 
in Diſappointments ; and I have ſeldom found Things 
.come up to anſwer the 7dca that I have uſually fram'd 
of their Excellence ; but here I muſt confeſs the Rea- 
lity exceeds the Shadow, and I am pleas'd once in 
my Life to find a Thing that can afford me ſubſtanti-_ 
al Pleaſure in the Enjoyment. I have read much of 
ry Place, fancy'd more, yet all falls ſhort of what I 
ee. | | | 


B At 


| and fix behind, lolling luxuriouſly in his Coach, ap- 


| pongen of Advantage and Diverſion. 'To ſee the 
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At my firſt Entrance into this Town, I made one 
Dfifcovery, which I believe has hitherto *ſcap'd moſt 
'Traveilers, viz. That the Dutch are the preatelt Beaux 


in the World, only with this Difference from the Gen- 
tleman at Yhite's, that their Finery 1s much more noble 


_ and ſubſtantial ; I never knew the faireſt, fineſt, full- 


bottom Wig, moſt nicely fixt on the moſt beautiful 
Block in the Side Box, look half fo genteel as a Dutch 
Canal with a ſtately Row of flouriſhing 'Trees on each 


_ Side, and ſome twenty beautiful Bridges laid a-crofs 


it, within ſixty or ſeventy Paces one of another. I 
never knew a Valet, and a Barber with Razors, 'Twee- 
zers, Perfumes, and Waſhes, work half ſo hard upon 
a Gentleman's Face, that deſign'd a Conqueſt on a 
Rirth-Night, as I have ſeen a luſty Dutch Woman 


with a Mop and warm Water ſcrub the Marbles and 
| Tiles before the Door, till ſhe has ſcour'd them 


brighter than any Fop's Complexion in the Univerſe. 
No firſt Rate Beau with us, drawn by his fix before 


ears half ſo gallant, as a jolly S4ipper at the Stern of 
his Barge, with a fur'd Cap like Rays about his Head, 
the Helm in his Hand, and his Pipe in his Mouth, with | 
Liberty ſeated in one Whiſker, and Property in t'other; 
and in this Splendor making the Towr of half a Dozen 
tine Cities in a Day, without either Qualm of the 
Spleen, or Twinge of the Gout. Such a Perſon I take 
for a Beau of the firſt Magnitude, who ſcorning to be 
lugg'd by Beaſts as Fellows are to Tyburn, can | Faw? 
the Winds and Waves for his Equipage ; and jmpro- 
ving on the Works of Providence, oo the univerſal! 
Flements (Air and Water) ſubmit to his private Com- 


ind work in his Sails, and play with his Pendan's, 
muſt certainly afford more ſubſtantial and pure Saril- 
fation, than the Wince of a Horſe, or the Crack of 
a Coach whip. | | 
In ſhort, ; A Sam, TI am not ſo begotted to Do- 
meſtick Cuſtoms, as not to approve what 1s admira- 
ble here: and you muſt pardon me, that I have 
4 | thrown 
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thrown up the Prejudices of Nativity with my Beef 
and Pudding as I came over ; and *tis no fima!l Parc 
of my preſent Wonder, why we ſhould call the Duzch 
a flovenly Sort of People, ſince to the Eye, which 
muſt determine that Circumſtance, they are much 
more gaudy than that Nation we ſo mimick and ad- 
mire, and with this Advantage, that” they are gay 
without Levity, and fine beyond Foppery. Vhy 
we ſhould mention the Dutch with Contempt, and 
the French with Admiration, is a ſevere Satyr upon 
the Englih Judgment, when the Bravery of the for- 
mer attra& the Admiration of Men, and the Pagean- 
try of the latter draw only the Eyes of Women : But 
our Engliſh Ladies are fo very fine, that we are very 
willing to pleaſe them, and thus are drawn into this 
arable Prejudice ; but we ought to take Care, 
that by being thus particular Slaves to our reſpeCtive 
Miſirefſes, we ben't drawn at laſt into univerſal Bon- 
Cage toa Maſler. 'The French have taken no ſmall 
Pains of late Years to render themſclves agreeable ; 
taey treat us like a Miſtreſs, do every Thing that they 
ſancy will pleaſe us, till they bring us at laſt to a& 
whatſoever ſhall pleaſe them. But this is no News; 
and I think it a little improper to tell you an Eng/i4 
Story from a Place where you may expect ſome t10- 
reign Entertainment. I have no more to ſay at pre- 
lent, but that I am juſt going for Rotterdam, and de- 
parting from a Scotch Houſe here, where nothing of 
. that Country 1s to be found but the Landlord ; for the 

Rooms are a Paradiſe for Cleanlineſs, but the Hoſt is a 
Rogue for his Reckoning. I have got ſuch a Heap of 
Silver out of a Piſtole, as upon a handſome Counter 
might give Credit to a Banker; and I can aſſure you, 
that while I have a Brother to that Piſtole left, you 
Shall not ſee | = 


Your Fricnd and Servant. 


B 2 Dice 
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Leyden, Oftober 15, 1700. 


| Dear SAM, * 
FT*HE uſual Excuſe of Gentlemen abroad for 


 negleQting their Friends at home 1s, that new 
Sets of different Obje&s continually entertaining us 


_ with Changes” of Admiration, the Ideas of our old 


Acquantance are by Degrees worn out by the Acceſ- 


fon of the new: But this Kind of Forgetfulneſs were 


too ſevere a Charge upon the Merit of my Friends 


and my own Gratitude, both which I will chooſe to 


maintain; and I leave it to your Charity to make 
me'an Excuſe for my Silence. 'The Truth 1s, I have 


 hada very tedious Fit of Sickneſs, which had almoſt 


ſent your Friend a longer Journey than he was wil- 
ling to andertake at preſent ; but now being pretty 
well recover'd, I can only inform you in genera], 
that every Day ſurprizes me with ſome agreeable Ob- 
3eQt or other ; and I find very much to my Wonder, 
that the Accounts I have had of this Country are ve- 


1y different from the Obſervations that may be made 


apon the Place. Some general Remarks there are 
indiſputably certain, as that nothing can parallel the 


. Dutch Induſtry, but the Luxury of England; and 


that the Money laid out in the Taverns in Loxaon, in 
purchaſing Diſeaſes, would viQtual the whole Unit-. 
+d Provinces very plentifully at their wholſome Courſe 
of Diet ; that the Standing-Army maintain'd by the 


 Datch for their Security againſt a Foreign Force, are 


not half ſo expenſive, as the fifty thouſand Lawyers 


kept up by our Civil Factions in England, for no 0- 


ther Uſe, but to ſet us continually by the Ears ; Peo- 
ple, hke the Jews, that are tolerated in all Govern- 
ments for the Intereit of the Publick, while their 
main Drift is to enrich themſelves, and who by their 
Gettings and Cunning have brought their Riches and 
Practice into a Proverb. The Lawyers here put the 
Queſtion only, Whether the Thing be lawful ? And 

upon 
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upon Application to the Statutes the Controverſy is 
immediately determin'd. But our Caſuiſts at }/*/7- 
minſ/er diſpute not ſo much upon the Legality of the 
Cauſe, as upon the Letter of the Law, and make 
more Cavils on the Meaning of the Words that ſhou'd 
determine Juſtice, than upon the Equity of the Alle- 
oations contended for by the Parties; and the Bulk 
of our Laws have loaded Juſtice ſo heavily, that *tis be- 
come a Burden to the People, who in Regard of 
their Sufferings in this Kind ſhou'd borrow an Appel- 
lation from Phyſick, and be call'd Parzenrzs rather than 
Clients. ri | 

Another Thing worth Conſideration, in Reſpe&t of 
the Laws in Eel/and, is this: None but honeſt Men 
make Eitates by their Fractice ; for the ſiding with 
the wrong Party brings the Lawyer mto Contempt, 
and lays him under a {evere Reprehenſion, either of 
Iznorance in his Buſineſs, or Knavery to the People : 
Hence it comes to paſs, that Injuſtice, not finding a 
Patron to ſupport its Cauſe, 1s forc'd to remove to a 
neighbouring Country, where the wrong Side, was 
never known to make its Afﬀertor bluſh ; where the 
Eloquence of S——re, and the Impudence of $ ” 
are plauſible Pretences for patronizing Injuſtice, and 
abuſing the Chent: But there are Bravos in all Parts 
of the World, that will take Money for cutting of 
Throats, whether there be Grounds or not for the 
Reſentment. ne a Luk 
So much: for the Law, now for the Goſpel, Sar. 
I think Ho/and may contend for the Catholick Church 
with any Part in Europe, becauſe it is more univerial 
in its Religion, than any Country in the Univerſe. 
"Tis a pleatant Thing to fee Chriſtians, Mahometans, 
Jews, Proteſtants, Papiſts, Armenians and Greets, 
{warming together like a Hive of Bees, without one: 
Sting of Devotion to hurt one another; they ll a- 
gree about the Buſineſs of this Life, becauſe a Com- 
munity in Trade 1s the Intereſt they drive at; and 
they never joſtle in the Way to the Life to come, 
becauſe every one takes a different Road, One great 
| B.'3z _ Cauſe 
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Cauſe of this ſo amicable a Correſpondence and A- 
greement, 1s, that only the Laity of theſe Profeſſi- 
ons compoſe the Mixture ; here are no Ingredients of 
Prieſtcraft to four the Compoſition ; Pulpits indecd 
they have, but not like Hudibra/s's Ecclefiaſtick Drums, 
that are continvally beating up for Volunteers, to the 
a'arming the whote Nation. Here is no Intereſt of 
SeQs to be manag'd under the Cloak of gaining Pro- 
. {:lytes to the Truth ; nor ſtrengthing of Parties b 
Pretence of reclaiming cf Souls; every Shepherd 15 
content with his own Flock, and Mufti, Levite Pope 
and Prefdter, are all Chriſtians m this, that they live 
in Unity and Concord, Ty 


?Tis a ftrange Thing, Sam, that among us, People 
cm't agree the whole Week, becauſe they go differ- 
ent Ways upon Sundays: This is to make the Lord's 
Day a Sower of Diffenſion, and Religion (which 1s 
calt'd the Bond of Peace) to be the Brand of Diſcord 
and Combuſtion: But we have ſome Preachers that 
think themſelves inſpir'd with the Spirit, when they 
are really poſſeſs'd by the Devil; the Fervency of 
whoſe Zeal diſmiſſes Congregations with Heats and 
Heart-burnings of Spirit, and blows up the Coals on 
the Altar to ſet their Neighbours Houſes on Fire; the 
_ Efficacy to the Pulpit is ſufficiently ſhewn in the Prac- 
tice of the Congregations. No People in the World 
are fo full of notional Principles of Faith ; and to what 
Purpoſe the following Inſtance ſhall ſhew you. Two 
Gentlemen of my Acquaintance, one a devout Hear- 
er at Cowent-Garden Church, and the other a vio- 
lent Zealot for Door Barge/s's Meeting, met one 
Evening at Tom's Coffee-Houſe, and wou'd adjourn to 
the Fleece Tavern, to diſcourſe upon ſome Point of 
Do&rine manag'd that Sunday by their reſpeQtive 
Miniſters, The Drawer brought in a Bottle of new 
French, and the Diſfenter introduc'd Predeſtination : 

{ter two or three hearty Glaſſes, the Diſpute grew 
pretty warm, and the Quotations of the Fathers and 
the Texts of Scripture made ſuch a Noiſe, that two 


Wenches, that uſually ply upon thoſe Stairs, over-hear- 
£5 __ ing 
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ing the Buflle, took them for a couple of Levires, 
and fo made account to bolt in upon 'em, and ſell their 
Mackarel; the Fervency of the Argument was 
preſently abated upon the Appearance of the Ladies, 
and a 'Topick of a more familiar Nature. affum'd ; 
till both being pretty well convinc'd of their Oppo- 
nent's Fire and Fancy, the Whores were difttifs'd, 
and Predeſtination re-afſum'd ; the Argument ' grew 
WW warmer, as the Diſputants grew fuddled: In fhort, 
W they diſputed chonnletres ſtark drunk, drew their 
= Swords to decide the Controverſy ; and had not one- 
Mr. Fern come in, *twas great odds that Predettina- 
tion had not ſent one to the Devil, and Yother to 
the Gallows, But they parted Friends at. laſt, and 
{aid one to Yother, / am ferry at my Heart, 'dear 
Friend, that you won't go to Heaven my Way; and fo 
away he reed to a Bawdy-houſe. Now the ' Moral 
of the Fable is this: If the Divines, inſtead of their 
Speculative Theology, had preach'd that Day a thun- 
drcing Sermon againſt Drunkenneſs and Fornication, 
'tis probable that the Faith of theſe Gentlemen had 
been ne'er the leſs fortify'd, and their good Works 'much 
more improv'd. Lg v9 

But 1 beg your Pardon for this Digreſſion; I was 
going to ſay that, excepting a few general Remarks, 
ome of which I have mention'd, the Accounts we 
have of this People are very lame, and ſometimes 
exactly oppolite to the Truth. I ſhall mention. one 
or two Particulars that I found very obvious. 
We have a Notion in England that the Dutch are 
very great Drunkards ; whether this Aſperſton ariſes 
from ſome People's confounding the High-Dutch with 
the Low, or that there 1s a Sottiſhneſs in their Miens. 
and Complexions, I can't determine ; but this I can 
aſfure you, that the Report 1s as falſe, as ſhou'd 1 
aver, that the People in London are the moſt chaſte 
and ſober Gentlemen in the World. *Tis true in- 
deed they will take off a toping Glaſs of Brandy, 
but that is only what is abſolutely neceſſary to mode- 
rate the Moiſture and Coldneſs of their Conſtitution, 
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and us'd in ſuch Quantity by the meaner ſort only, 
who living continually in the Water, muſt require an 
Allowance to fortify themſelves againſt the Chilneſs 
of their Habitations ; for you muſt know that whole 
Families, Men, Women and Children, live continu- 
ally in Boats, and have no more Tenement on Dry- 
land than a Thames Salmon ; but notwithſtanding this 
incumbent Neceſlity of their taking a Cup of the 
Creature, I never have ſeen, ſince I came into this 
Country, but one Dutchman drunk ; and altho' his 
Impertinence was no more than 1s naturally incident 
to any Body in his Conditition, yet the whole Boat- 
ful of People, to the Number of ſixty Perſons, ſhew'd 
the greateſt Averſion imaginable to his Circumſtances, 
except two or three jolly Fnzl;þmen that made ve- 
ry good Sport with his Humour; and had not we, 
with ſome French Gentlemen, protefted his Carcaſs, 
his Countrymen wou'd have ſous'd him in the Canal 
_ very heartily for his Debauch. 
As the laborious Life of the inferior Sort requires 
an exhilarating Glaſs, ſo the ſame Neceflity, both as 
to Time and Charge, ſecures them from Exceſs: And 
for their Gentry they are indeed ſociable in their 
own Houſes : but were it not for Strangers, all Places 
of Publick Entertaintment muſt conſequently fall ; 
which 1s the greateſt Argument imaginable for the 
Sobriety and Temperance of a People ; whereas *tis 
very well known, that if the very Taverns in London, 
with ſeven or eight handſome Churches, and one or 
two of our Inns of Court, (all which we could well: 
enough ſpare) were but handſomely ſeated on the 
Banks of a River, they would make a Figure with 
ſome of the moſt remarkable Cites in Europe. This 
indced is a. noble Argument of the Riches of England ; 
but whether our Luxury ſprang from Plenty, or the 
Temperance of He!land, the Effe& of Neceſlity, be. 
the happier State, is a Queſtion that I want Leiſure. 
now to determine. | 
Another Account we have current among us, that 
there are no Beggars in Holland; that they are very 
| my careful 
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careful in employing the Poor. That their Minu- 
fatures require a great many Hands is moit certar., 
but ocular Demonſtration is too ſtrong a Proof 2- 
gainſt all their Induſtry ; and I am apt to believe, that 
the Order of Mendicants is of a very late Inſtitution, 
elſe ſo viſible a Falfity cou'd never have put this Trick 


upon Travellers. Whether their late expenſive Wars 


have ruin'd more People than their ManufaQures can 
employ, or that the Poverty of the Spaniards in the 
Neighbour Netherlands, have by degrees infefted the 


' meaner ſort, I ſhan't be poſitive; but nothing is 


more certain, than that a well-diſpos'd Chriſtian may 
find as many Obje&s of Charity here as in ag Part 
of England, if we may judge of their Wants by the 
Fervency of their Cries. | =; 
I do believe that the Charity of the Dutch is no 
great Encouragement to Beggars ; which is the Reaſon 
{I conceive) why the Poor flock all tothe High-ways 
and Track-ſtouts, where the Opporturity is good for 


Application to Strangers. 


From theſe, and ſome other ſuch like Particulars,. 
I found it a Matter of Speculation, kow the Generality 
of the Ergh/þ Nation, being ſo near Neighbours to this. 
State, ſhou'd be ſo very ſhort in the Krowledpe of 
the Manners and Conſtitution of this People ; but this 
I may preſume to proceed upon the following Ac- 


_ COUNts. 


Moſt of our Eng/i/þ that viſit this Place, are either 
young Gentlemen that come abroad to travel, or 
erchants that make a ſhort Trip upon their own 


private Concerns. 


"Tis the uſual Way with the firſt of theſe to take 
H:Iland en paſſant, either going or coming ; and be-- 
ing youthful Sparks, are fo fond of the Finery at Paris, 


| and Delicacy of Reme, that they han't Leiſure, for- 


f{ooth, to dwell upon the Solidity of this Place. France : 


| ind 7/aly are their. Provinces, and Holland their Inn 
upon the Road; they lie for a Night, and avay the 


next Mornin ge 


| 1 They 
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They can tell you, perhaps, that the Dutch man- 
ner of Travelling is very commodious; that the 
Hague 1s a pretty Village, Amſterdam a fine City, and 
that the People are a Parcel of heavy, dull, uncon- 
verſible Creatures, and fo they leave them. Nothing 
can reliſh more of old Zrglard than this peremptory 
Declaration. I wou'd willingly underſtand how Gen- 
tlemen can make a true Eftimate of the Wit and 
Ingenuity of a People, when they don't ſtay to make 


one Acquantance in the Country, nor can ſpeak one | 
Syllable of their Language. pe 


Moſt of our young Nobility and Gentry travel under 
the Tuition of French Governors, who, however honeſt 
3n their Intentions of ſerving their Pupils, are never- 
rheleſs full of their Moy Meme; and from the Preju- 
dacc, of Birth and Education, like all other People, 
are moſt inclinable to the Manners, Language, Dreſs 
and Behaviour of their own Nation ; and though per- 
tetly fkilld, perhaps, in the Accompliſhments that 
compoſe what we call a fine Gentleman, yet *tis pro- 
bable they may fall ſhort in thoſe Qualifications that 


| are abſolutely neceffary to an Engh/bman, in reſpe& 


of the Intereſt of his Country, and of theſe I take the 
Dutch 1 anguage to be none of the moſt trivial. For 
at the preſent JunQure, which renders it not only 


 evrs, but the Intereſt of Europe, that we ſhould be 


well with theſe People, it were not unneceflary that 
onr Amity ſhould be linkt with private Friendſhips 
and Correſpondence, as by publick Leagues and Al- 
liances. An Inſtance of which is very viſible to our 
Prejadice in the Habitudes and Familiarity contrated 
Ly our young Gentlemen at Paris, which, without 
a\l Diſpute. 1s one great Reaſon for the Influence re- 


rain'd by that Court, not only over our Faſhions and 


Behaviour, but which 1s extenſive alſo to Matters of 
1072 weighty Conſequence, including even our 
Councils, Laws and Government. 


'The ſecond ſort of People that make a Turn into 
this Country, are our Merchants, whoſe Speculations 
are limited by a few Particulars, their Aﬀairs not ex- 

| tending 
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tending to the Policies of State, nor the Humours of 
the People, they are ſatisfied to mind their Bufinefs 
only, and to underſtand the Encouragement of Trace, 
the Prizes and Cuſtoms upon Goods, the Value of 
Stock, and the Rates of Exchange : Their Converſa- 
tion lies chiefly between the Store-houſe and the 
Broad-fide, and that in one or two Cities at moſt, 


k ' where their Correſpondents are reſident. So that all 


Z the Account we mult expect from theſe Perſons, muſt 
= only relate to their 'Trade in general, or to ſome par- 
ticular Branch of it, "which 1s univerſally underſtood 
already through the Intercourſe of our Dealing, and 
neither ſo improving to our Polity, nor caludtory 
to the Curious. But even among their Encourage- 
ments of 'Trade fo univerſally known and admir'd, as 
the advantageous Situation of their Country, their 
natural Propenſity to Navigation, the Lowneſs of 
their Impoſts, &c. yet by an odd Accident I came to 
underſtand one Policy in their Trading Conſtitution, 
which I have never hitherto met with in any verbal 
or written Account whatſoever. "The Matter was 
thus in all its Circumſtances, _ 

Cne Day upon the Exchange at Rotterdam, I caſual- 
ly met a Gentleman, who ſome time ago lived one 
of the moit conſiderable Merchants in Ireland, and 
avout ſome four Years fince, by great Loſſes at Sea, 
was forc'd to fly his Country in a very mean Condi- 
tion. I put him in mind of his Misfortunes by a Fa- 
vour he once conferr'd upon me'of a Bottle of Claret 
and a Neat's Tongue, at launching of a new vhip 
that he had built m Dab/in; which Veſſel (Bottom 
and Goods all his own) was unfortunately Toft the 
very hrſt Voyage. The Gentleman ſeem'd very 
ſenſible of his Misfortunes, but withal told me, That 
he {ill had a Glaſs of Wine and a Tongue at my Ser=_ 
vice, if I would come and ſee him at his Houſe that 
Evening. I made him a Viſit, and foun, to my no 
imall Surprize, an handſome Houſe, neatly furniſh'd, 
excellent Meat, and as good Burgundy as ever joy'd 
the Heart of Man, I took the Feedom to aſk my 
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Merchant how a Bankrupt ſhou'd come by all this ; 

in anſwer to which he gave me the following Ac- 

count of his Aﬀeairs, OE 
The Dutch, Sir, (ſaid he) have a Law, that 

whatever Merchant in any Part of Europe, who has 

had any conſiderable 'Traftick with this Country, 


whoſe Honeſty is apparent by his former Accounts,. | 


and can prove by ſufhcient Teſtimony, that his Loſſes 
and Misfortunes are not chargeable upon his Igno- 
Trance nor Extravagance, but purely thoſe of unfor- 
tunate Chance, above the reach of human Preven- 
tion ; that then ſuch a Merchant may repair to them, 
have the Freedom of any Sea-port in the State, have 
a Supply of whatever Money he's willing to take up 
out of the Publick Revenue, upon the bare Security. 
of his Induſtry and Integrity ; and all this upon the 
Current Intereſt, which is ſeldom above Four fer- 
Cent. | | 

Purſuant to this (continu'd the Gentleman) my 
Qualification for this Credit being ſufficiently teſti- 
ty'd, I took up here two thouſand Pounds Sterling, 
and in two Years have gain'd Fifty per Cent. So that 
by God's Afiiſtance, and my own diligent Endea- 
yours, I queſtion not but in a few Years I ſhall be 
able to ſhew my Face to my Creditors, return to my 
Country, and there hve 7x Staru quo. 
Here are two Points remarkable enough : A cha- 
ritable Action to relieve diftreſs'd Strangers, and a 
Policy of State for the Intereſt of the Republick, 
which you may ſoon diſcover by repeating the Con- 
ditions. His Honeſty muſt be manifeſt from his for- 
mer Accounts, his Sufticiency. in Buſineſs apparent 
from his precedent manner of Dealing, his Misfor- 
tunes ſuch as were above human Prevention, as by 
Storms, Pyrates, or the like ; but above all, he muſt 
have tome conſiderable Trafiick with this Country, . 
there's the Clincher, the Ur/e, the greateſt Encou- 


ragement imaginable for all Foreigners to- trafhick | 


*'with this Nation, and for the moſt ingemious Traders, 
who aie not always the moſt fortunate, to ſeek a 
| | Reſidence 
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Reſidence among them : And what a Life and Vi- 
gour theſe two Circumſtances may add to the Trade 
of a Nation, the flouriſhing Condition of this People: 


& is the moſt ſufficient Witnels. 
Now, Sam, 1 have tird you moſt certainly, for LT 
ZN am -weary myſelf, and we are ſeldom the ſooneſt 
& tir'd with our own: The Gravity of my Style you 
= muſt impute to the Air of the Country, and the. 
& Length of my Letter to a very rainy Day that has 
£ kept me within; and: to excuſe the Matter, -it ſhall 
coit you nothing, for I ſent it by a Gentieman who 
can aſture you that what I have ſaid is true. I ſhall 
at leaſt conclude with a Truth, that I am, 


Dear SIR, Teurs, &Cc. 
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An Epilogue ſpoken by Mr. Wilks, at his. 
= fr/t Appearance upon the Engliſh Stage.. 


\ S a poor Stranger wreck'd upon the Coaft, 
A With Fear and Wonder views the Dangers patt;. 
So 1 with dreadful Apprehenfions land, 
£3 And thank thoſe Pow'rs that brought me ſafe to Land; 
= With Joy I view the ſmiling Country o'er, 
= And find, kind Heav'ns! an hoſpitable Shore. 

"Vis England This your Charities declare, 
But more the Charms of Br:r:/þ Beautics there ; 
Beauties that celebrate this Ile afar, 
They by their Smiles, as much as you by War, 
True Love, true Honour, here I can't fail to play, 
Such lively Patterns you before me lay, 
Vaid of Offence, tho? not from Cenſure free, 
left a diſtant Ifle too kind to me; 
Loaded with Favours I was forc'd away, 
'Cauſe I wow'd not accept what I cou'd never pay. 

| There 
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There I cou'd pleaſe ; but there my Fame muſt end, 
For hither none muſt come to boaſt, but mend. 
Improvement mutt be preat, ſince here I find 
Precepts, Examples, and my Matters kind. 
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A Prologue on the propes'd Union of the two 


Houſes. 


OW all the World's ta'en up with "INN Aﬀairs, 
Some -withing Peace,. ſome calling out for Wars. 
"Tis likewiſe fit we ſhou'd inform the Age, 
. What are the preſent Politicks o'th* Stage : 
Two diferent States, ambitious both, and bold, 
All Free-born Souls ; the New Houſe and the Old 
Have long contended, and made ſtout Effays, 
Which ſhou'd be Monarch, abſolule in Plays, 
Long has the Battle held with bloody Strite, | 
Where maby ranting Heroes loſt their Life-; 
Yet f{uch their Enraity, that e'en the Slain 
| Do conquer Death, riſe up and fight again. 
Whit? from the Gaſlery, Box, the Fit and all, 
The Audience lo:4d, and fhook its ax ful cad, 
Fond'ring to fee Jo meny Thouſands fall, 
And then I:0%*d pale to fee us leok fo red. 
For force of Numbers, and Poetick Spell, 
We've rais'd the ancient Heroes too from Hell, 
To lead our Troops ; and on this bloody Ficld, 
You've ſeen great C/ar fight, great Pompey yield. 
Vai Sums of Treaſure too we did advarcc, 
'To draw ſome mercenary Troops from France 


Light footed Rogues, who when they got their Pay, 


Took to their Heels—— /l/ors and run away. 
Here you have fcen great Philip's Conqu'ring Son, 
Who in twelve Years did the whole World c O'er-run ; 
Here has he fought, and found a harder Job 

- To beat ore Play-houſe, than ſubdue the Globe : 


All 
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All this from Emulation for the Bays, | 
Yau lik'd the Contelt, and beſtow'd your Praiſe : 
But now (as buſy Heads love ſomething new) 

They would propoſe an Union—Oh, Mort dzea. 
If it be ſo, let C-/ar hide his Head, Ms, 
| And fight no more for Glory, but for Bread. 
Let Al-xander mourn, as once before, 
Becauſe no Worlds are left to conquer more. 
But if we may judge ſmall from greater things, * 
The preſent Times may ſhew what Union brings, { 
You feel the Danger of United Kings, 
If we grow one, then Slay'ry muſt enſue 
To Poets, Players, and, my Friends, to you. 
For to one Houſe confin'd, you then muſt praiſe 
| Both curſed ARors, and confounded Plays. 
. Then leave us as we are, and next advance 
Pravely to break the Tye *twixt Spain and France. 
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On the Death of a Lady's Sparrow, in Inm- 
tation of  Catullus for his Leſbia's. 


Mx all ye Muſes, mourn ye Nymphs and Loves, 
Mourn all ye Woods, mourn all ye Trees and 
Weepall ye Streams, ye Foreſts fade and mourn, (Groves, 
Your well-lov'd Bird muſt nc'er again return. 
Let the dull Air ne'er be ſerene again, 
Let all the Winds with loudeſt Sighs complain. 
The once bleſt Winds, whilft they cou'd bear away 
His charming Notes, and with his Feathers play. 
How ſhall I grieve, or how bewail his Death? © 
None fit to fin that wants his tuneful Breath : 
Like the melodious Swan prepar'd to die, 
He ſhou'd himſelf have ſung his Elegy. 
Fe winged Chorifters, come here and ſing, 
Lament his Death ; ſweet Flow'rs and Bloſſams win 
To firew his Grave with Peautics of the Spring. 

| Sweet 
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Sweet was his Voice, well were his Notes belov'd, 
His careful Miſtreſs with his Tunes he mov'd ; 
Oft has he ſung upon the Flow'ry Plain, 

But ne'er, alas! like wretched me in vain, 

Round her alone the pretty Bird wou'd fly, 

 Chirp to the Fair, and in her Boſom lie;. 
Her Boſom, fairer than the Silver <ky : 

There did the Wanton play, and there was bleſt 

And there alone he made his downy Neſt; 

All her Diſcourſe to him he underſtood, | 
And kindly anfwer'd with what Voice he cou'd. 
Upon her Head oft wou'd he flutt'ring move, 

And ſpread a living Canopy above ; 

Ten thouſand pretty "things ſhew'd his officious Love. 
Oft as ſhe wa'k'd, when ſhe began to ſing, | 
With her own Br eath he fann'd her from his Wing ; 
Then would he pluck the Daiſies here and there, 
And to her Hands the bluſhing Preſents bear. 

The Woods he ſcorn'd, and choſe with her to dwell, 
Her Fingers did all Boughs by far excel. 

Ye wvinged Cherifters, come here and ſing, _ 
Lament his Death ; feveet Flowrs and Blofſoms wins 
To firee xv his Grave xvith Beauties of the Spring. 

For ali! he's gone, his picaſing Sports matt ceaſe ; 
He's gone, alas! and now no more can pleale ; 
Still 18 his Voice, and fil] his ſhining Wing, 

He ncer again mult to his Iviitreſs ſing. 
See his deep Grave by monrnful Cupid made, 
Himſelf cloſe by in a ſad Poſture laid, 
Breaking h's Golden Arrow, late his Spade. 

Around his Grave let circling Fairies play, 

Dance the whole Night, and ſcarce depars. by Day. 
Let all things grieve, Se/inaa's Sparrow's goae z 
Selinda's Sparrow, {o belov'd alone. 

For him the tender Virgin mourns and cries, | 
For her dear Sparrow ſhe laments and ſtghs, 
Sworn to be bury'd there, wher'er the > hy 

Then ſhall the winged Cheir flak here and ſing, 

Lament her Death, Ree Flow'rs and Bloſſom: bring 2 
To flrcw her Grave with Beauties of the Spring. 
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On the Death of the late Queen. 


Hilt Heav'n with Envy on the Earth look'd 
Saw us unworthy of the Royal Pair, (down, 

And juflly claim'd Maria as its own, 
Yet kindly left the Glorious V7/ham here ; 
The Heav'n and Earth alike do in the Bleſſings ſhare ; ; 
He makes the Earth, She Heav'n our great Allies : 
And tho? we mourn, ſhe for our Comfort dies ; 
Nor need we fear the raſh preſumptuous Foe, 
While She”: s our Saint above, and he our King below. 


Mine F One ANnet ner int) th 
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A SONG. 


I. 
ELL me, Aurelia, tell me pray, 
How long muſt Damon fue ; 
Prefix the Time, and Pl obey, 
With Patience wait the happy Day 
That makes me ſure of you. 


Y 6 F 
The Sails of Time my Sighs ſhall blow, 
And make the Minutes glide ; 
My Tears ſhall make the Current flow, 
And ſwell the haſting Tide. 


Hr. | 
The Wings of Love ſhall fly ſo faft, 
My Hopes mount fo ſublime, 
The Wings of Love ſhall make more haſte, 
Than the ſwift Wings of Time. 
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The Affenatiomn. 4 $0 NE. | 


hl 'T. 
T HE Minute's paſt appointed by my Fair, 
| The Minute's fled | 
And leaves me dead 


With Anguith and Deſpair. 


IT. 
My atter'd Hopes their Flight did make 
_ With the appointed Hour ; 
None can the Minutes paſt o'ertake, 
And —_—_ my Hopes reſtore. 


INI. 
Ceaſe your Plaints, and make no Moan, 
| _ Thou fad repining Swain ; 
Although the fleeting Hour be gone, 


'The Place does ſtill remain. 


IV. | 
The Place remains, and ſhe may make 
Amends for all your Pain; 
Her Preſence can paſt Time o'ertake, 
Her Love your Hopes regain. 
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T4 NS witam panis, nobis dans gaudia vinum, 
Omnia dans aurum, ſunt preti:/a ninis : 
Nil commune bonum eft, at res eft flebil:s altra 
Dans, eft communis famina abique, nihil. 
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In Engliſh thus, 
Ature's chief Gifts unequally are catv'd ; 


It ſurfeits ſome, while many more are ſtarv'd, 
Her Bread, her Wine, her Gold, and what beſore 
Was Common Good, is now made Private Store, 
Nothing that's Good we have among us Common, 
But all enjoy the Common 111 A Woman. 


Er ro yoo tara o tro mo yo Hoyorl 


To a Gentleman that had bis Pocket picked of a 
Watch and ſome Gold by a Miſtreſs. 


A Burleſque Letter. 


& ſorry, Sam, thou'rt ſuch a Ninny 

To let a Wench rob thee of Guinea. 

And thus to ſpend and loſe your Cobbs, 

By laviſh op'ning both your Fobbs. | 
You're fairly fobb'd to let her get all, 

Both one and alſo other Metal. | 
Your Work was on a pretty Score, | : 
You dug the Mine, ſhe found the Ore, | | 
The Devil take the cunning Whore. 

You lily laid her down to reft her, 

And on the Bed ſhe found a Teſter, 

Your Watch too, Sam, (Theſe Men of Power 
Muſt lye with Doxies by the Hour) 

A Minute's Time did that command ; 

Then her's, it ſeems, was Minute Hand. 

dhe wound you up to her own Liking, 
Then ſtole the Watch while you were ſtriking : 
"Then think not, Sir, that you're undone ; 
What's wound ſo high, muſt next run down : 
In revelling Time, you thought no Sin 

To play a Game at 1: and 1[n, | 


I wonder 
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T1 wonder tho? you did not win for't, 
Since that you were fo fairly in for't : 
Bur what deſtroy'd you in a Trice, 

She held the Box, you ſhook the Dice: 
The Devil was in the Dice then ſurely, 

To loſe when you plaid fo ſecurely, 
And Three to One was Ilay'd fo purely. 

But what's the worſt of all Miſhaps, 

You dread, they ſay, ſome After-claps : 

If that be ſo, my deareſt Sammy, 

You'll curſe, and bid the Devil damn ye: 

The Fruits of 7777/4 Oats, which you ſcatter, 

Is nothing elſe but Barky ater. _— 

The Seed-time's good, you know my Meaning, 
Bur, Faith, the Harveſt's only gleaning. 

Take Heart howe'er, *tis my Defire, _ 

You will revive, the P-— x expire; 
Then riſe like Phenix from the Fire, 

The Metal's ſtronger that's well ſoider'd, 

And Beef keeps ſweeter once *tts powder'd : 

So farewel, Sam, and may you ne'er want 

Such a true faithful humble Servant. 


May the Fourth, from Temple Inner, 
The Poff's going out, {1 in to Dinner. 
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Gray's Inn, Wedneſday. 


5 FT; S a Preſumption to imagine, that you have 
thought my Letters worth the keeping, and 
yet a greater Preſumption to expect you ſhouw'd now 
return them, if you have kept \them ſo long ; but [ 
hope the Deſign will partly excuſe my Requeſt : [ 
have promis'd to equip a Friend with a few Letters 
to help out a Colle&tion for the Preſs, and there are 
none I dare ſooner expoſe to the World than thoſe 
to you, becauſe your Merit may warrant their Since- 
xity, and becauſe your Ladyſhip was pleas'd to Foun: 
| mend 


4 _ 
— 
a. a. 


_y ey - ey bs -” 
a oa. OC 259 © © wi 2a wr” 


= Poems and Letters. WO 
mend them : This makes me imagine, Madam, that 
they have till fecur'd a Place in your Cahinet, tho? the 
unworthy Author cou*'d merit no Room in your Heart ; 
whence I may infer, that they may be as acceptable to 
you in Print as in my Manuſcript ; but if you have a 
Mind to ſecure Trophies of ſo poor a Conqueſt, 1 
ſhall be proud to return them as ſoon as ever they are - 
tranſcrib'd ; for which I now pawn my Word and Ho- 
nour, as ſincerely as I once did the Heart of, 


MADAM, 


Your moſt humble Servant. 


SIDEDODEDODEDODEDODE 


Tueſday Morning, one Stocking 


on, and tother off. 


Have had your Letter, Madam, and all that I 

underſtand by it is, that your Hand 1s as great a 
Riddle as your Face ; and ?tis as difficult to find out 
your Senſe in your CharaQters, as to know your Beauty 
in your Maſk © but I have at laſt conquer'd tne Maiden- 
head of your Writing, as I hope one Day I ſhall that of 
Fyour Perſon ; and am ſure you han't loft your Vir- 
pinity, if the Lines in your Complexion be half ſo 
rooked as thoſe in your Letters, I return your Com- 
Pliment of Advice in the ſame Number of Particulars 
Wat you were pleas'd to ſend me. Firſt, If you are 
Wot handſome, never ſhew a Face that may. frighten 
E2y that Admirer which your Wit has engaged. Se- 
ondly, Never believe what a Gentleman ſpeaks to 
Ou in a Maſk: for while the Ladies wear double 
Faces, *tis but Juſtice that our Words ſhould bear a 
Eouble Meaning. Laſtly, You muſt never adviſe | 
& Man againſt wandring, if you deſign to be his Guide, 
ou tell me of ſwearing to a known Lye: I dow't re- 
Wnember, Madam, that I ever ſwore I lov'd you; tho? 
& muſt confeſs that a little Lady in a half Mourning 
: 3 Mantua 
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ny, be tir'd of it. 1 went Yeſterday to Bedlam up 
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- Mantua and a deep Mourning Complexion, has run in 


my Head ſo much ſince Monday Night, that I'm a. 


fraid ſhe will ſoon get in my Heart: But now, Ma- 


dam, hear my Misfortune. 


The angry Fatcs, and dire Stage-Ceoach, 

Upon my Liberty incroach, Z 
To bear me hence with many a og, 
From thee my charming dear 1 ncog. 
Unhappy Wretch ! at once <vho feels 
O'erturns of Hack and Fortunes Wheels. 


This is my Epitaph, Madam, for now Pm a deat 
Man; and the Stage-Coach may mott properly |: 
calld my Hearſe, bearing the Corps only of deceas' 
F r ; for his Soul 1s left with you, whom he love 
above all Womankind ; by whom you may judge « 
the Heighth of his Pafion, for he cares not one Far: 
thing for your whole Sex, as I hope to be ſaved. 


EP ESEIEIEIEIEIEIETE 


Thurſday 11 Clit 
Opeep is Child's Play, and *tis Time for a Mant 


your mad Afiignation, ſtay'd till Seven like a Fo, 
to expe one, who, unleſs ſhe were mad, wou! 
never come. I begin to believe that they are oi 
Wiſe that are there, and we Poſleſs'd that put then 
in; they at leatt have this Advantage over us Lun 
ticks at Liberty, that 'they find Pleaſure in thet 
Freazy, and we a "Torment in our Reaſon, I vi 


* ſo tir'd with walking there ſo long, that I could nl 


bear the Fatigue of putting off my Cloaths, but {: 

up all Night at the "Tavern ; ſo that your Letter! 

but juſt come to my Hand, when, like Prince Pri 

Zyman, I have one Boot on and the tother off, Li 
and Honour have a {trong Battle, but here cont 
| 0 
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my Friend to claim my ny yn ſo Love is put 
to the Rout, and away for Efex immediately ; but a 
Word of Advicc before we part. Pray conſider, Ma- 
dam, whether your good or ill Stars have uſually the 


| moſt Aſcendant over your Inclinations, and accordingly 


proſecute your Intentions of correſponding with me or 
not; wou'd you be advisd by me, you wov'd let it 

alone ; for by the Uneaſineſs that my ſmall Converſe 
has alrealy ra's'd in me, I guets at the greater Diſtur- 


| bance of being farther expos'd to your Charms, unleſs [_ 


may hope for ſomething which my Vanity is too weak 
to enſure. Fortune has always been my Adverſary ; 
and I may conclude that Woman, who is much of her 
Nature, may uſe me the ſame Way; but if you prove 
az blind as ſhe, you may, perhaps, love me as much 
as ſhe hates me. My humble Service to your two 
Siſter Fairzes, and fo the Devil take you all, 


1F you will anfever this—— you may, 


EICAICAIEIIE 


| Eſſex, Friday Morning, 

Have been a Horſeback, Madam, all this Morn- 
ing, which has ſo diſcompos'd my Hand and 
Head, that I can hardly think or write Senſe; the 
Poſture of my Affairs is a little extraordinary in ſome 
other Parts about me; for my Saddle was very un- 
eaſy, The Hare we hunted put me in Mind of a 
Mittreſs, which we mult gallop after with Hazard of 
breaking our Necks, and after all our Pains, the 
Puſs may prove a Witch at the Long-run. [ have 


Wy had ro Temale in my Company fince I left the Town, 


or any 'I'hing of your Sex to entertain me: For your 
Eſſex Women, like your Ff{:x Calves, are onl 

Butchers Meat; and »f I mutt cater for myſelf, com- 
mend me to a Pit Patridge, which cemes pretty 
cheap, and where I may have my Choice of a whole 
Covy: 


y 
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Covy : How well I love this Kind of Meat you may 
gueſs, when I aſſure you, that I have purely fed up. 
on your Idea ever ſince, which has ſtuck as cloſe to 
me as my Shirt; which by the Way I han't ſhifted 
ſince I came into the Country ; for clean Linen 1s not 
ſo modiſh here as a Lover might require. I receiv'd 
Ja now an impertinent Piece of Banter from an angry 
Fair; ſhe ſays, I pawn'd my Soul to the Devil for the 
great Succeſs of my Play. But her Ladyſhip 15 thus 
angry, becauſe I would not pawn my Body to the Devil 
for another Sort of Play, of which I preſume the Lady 
to be a very competent Judge; I ſhall diſappoint her 
now, as formerly ; for I will ſet her raging mad with 
the Calmneſs of my Anſwer : Befides, Madam, there 
15 nothing can put me out of Humour, that comes by 
that Poſt which brings me a Line from you tho! [ 
mult tell you in plain Terms, that I begin to have but 
a mean Opinion of your Beauty ; for were it in the leall 
parallel to your. Wit, the Number of your other Con- 
queſts wou'd raiſe your Vanity above any Corroſpon- 
dence with a Perſon, whoſe chief Merit is his Inaif- 
ference, 
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Gray's Inn, Weane/day Morning 


'F a Lone made Uſe of laſt Night for 
ſtill keeping on your Maſk, I endeavour'd to 
_ refute with Reaſon ; but that proving ineffeftual, I 
try - the Force of Rhime, and ſend you the Heads 
of our Chat in a Poetical Dialogue between You 


and I. 


You, 
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You. 
T hrs Images are weiÞd which you adore : 
Your francs does raife your Zeal the more, 


I. 
All Image-Werſfhip for falſe Zeal is held ; 
Falſe Idols _ indeed to be conceal. 


You. 
Thus Oracles of old awere flill receiv'd, 
The 1 more ambiguous, fiill the more believ'd. 


F 
But Oracle of old vere ſeldom true ; 
The Devil avas in 'em——-/ure hes not In you. 


You. 
Thus maſgu'd in Myſteries does the Godbead ſand, 
The more obſcure, the greater his Command. 


I. 
The Godbead's Jidden Potver <vou'd ſoon be poſt, 


| Did we not hope to ſee his Face at ck 


- YM. | 
You are my Slawe already, Sir, you know, N 
To fbew more Charms wwou'd but increaſe your Wot ; w; þ 
1 ſcorn an Inſult to a conquer'd Foe, 


| | T. | 
I am your Slawe, 'tis true; but flill you ſee 
All Slaves by Nature ſtruggle to be free. 
But if you wou'd ſecure the flubborn Prize, 
Add to your Wit the Fetters of your Eyes ; 
Then pleas 'd with Thraldom would I kiſs my Chain, 
And n&er think more of Liberty again. 


Py 


Vor, I. Nv S4nday, 
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Sunday, after Sermon, 


F Came, I. ſaw, and was conquer'd; never had 
Man more 'to jay, yet can I ſay nothing; where 
others po to ſave their Souls, there have I loſt mine; 
bur I] hope that Divinity, which has: the juſteſt Title to 
its Service, has receiv'd it ; but I will endeavour to ſuf. 
pend theſe Raptures tor a Vioment, and talk calmly. 
Nothing upon Earth, Madam, can charm beyond 
your Wit, but your Beauty ; after this not to love you, 
would proclaim me a Fool; and to ſay I did, when I 
_ thought otherwiſe, would pronounce mea Knave : If 
any Body call'd me eithcr, I ſhould reſent it; and if 
- you but think me either, I ſhall break my Heart. You 
have already, Madam, ſeen enough of me to create a 
' Liking or an Averſion ; your Senle 1s above your Sex, 
' then let your Proceeding be fo likewiſe, and tell me 
plainly what I have to hope for. Were I to conſult my 
Merit, my Humility would chide any Shadow of 
Hope ; but after a Sight of ſuch a Face, whoſe whole 
Compoſition is a Smile of good Nature, why ſhould I 
be fo unjuſt as to ſuſpect you of Cruelty : Let me ei- 
ther live in London and be happy, or retire again to 
my Deſert to check my Vanity that drew me thence; 
but let me beg to receive my Sentence from your own 
Mouth, that I may hear you ſpeak, and ſee you look 
. at the ſame Time ;then let me be unfortunate 1f I 
can. | 


1f yo are not the Lady in Mourning 
that fat upon my Right Hand at ' 
Church, you may go to the Devil, 
for I'm ſurs you're a Witch, 
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Madam, 


F I ha'r't begun thrice to write, and as often thrown 
away my Pen, may I never take it up again ; my 
Head and my Heart have been at Cuffs about you 
theſe two long Hours-——Says my Head, You're a 
 Coxcomb for troubling your Noddle with a Lady, 
whoſe Beauty is as much above your Pretenhions, as 
our Merit 1s below her Love. Then anſwers my 
Heart, good Mr. Head you're a Blockhead ; I know 
Mr. F 7's Merit better than you ; as for your 
Part, I know you to be as whimſical as the Devil, and 
changing with every new Notion that offers ; but for 
my Share, | am fixt, and can ftick to my Opinion of 
a Lady's Merit for ever ; and if thz Fair She can ſecure 
an Intereſt in me, Monſteur Head, you may go whiſtle. 
Come, come, {anſwer'd my Head) you, Mr. Heart, 
are always leading this Gentleman into ſome Incoave- 
nience or other ; was it not you that firſt entic'd him to 


talk to this Lady ? Your damn'd confounded Warmth _ 


made him like this Lady, and your buſy Impertinence 


| has made him write to her ; your leaping and Kipning 


diſturbs his Sleep by Night, and his good Humour by | 
Day : In ſhort, Sir, I will hear no more ow't: I am 
Head, and I will be obey'd——— ———You le, Sir, 
reply'd my Heart, (being very ansry\ I am Head in 
Matters of Love,. ard if you don't give your Conſent, 
you ſhall be forc'd ; for I am ſure that in this Caſe all 
the Members will be on my Side. What ſay you, 
Gentlemen Hands ? Oh (ſay. the Hands) we wovld 
not forego the tickling Pleaſure of touching a delicious 
white, ſoſt Skin for the World. Well, what ſay 
you, Mr. "Tongue ? Zounds, fays the Linguiſt, there 
1s more Extaſy in ſpeaking three ſoft Words of Mr. 
Heart's ſuggeſting, than whole Orations of Sjgnior 
Heads; ſo I am for the Lady, and here's my ko- 
neſt Neighbour Lips wiil flick to't. By the fiveet 
Power of Kifies that we will, (reply'd the Lips,) and 
preſently ſome other worthy Members ſtanding up for 
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the Heert, they laid violent Hands (nemine contradi- 
cente } upon poor Head, and knock'd out his Brains. 
So now, Madam, behold me as perfett a Lover as ary 
in Chriſtendom, my Heait purely diQtating. every Word 
I fav ; the little Rebel throws it{c]f into your Power, 
and if you don't ſupport it in the Cauſe it has taken up 
for your Sake, think what will ' be the Condition of 
the Headleſfs.and Heartleſs <P EG 
LETHAL AN vp ore TROW 0 _ Farquhar, 


Monday, Twelve 0 Clock at Night. 


FXIVE me Leave to call you, dear Madam, and 
- te}l you that I am now ſtepping into Bed, and 
that I ſpeak with as much Sincerity as if I were ſtepping 
into my Grave : Sleep is ſo great an Emblem of Death, 
that:my Words ought to be as real, as if I were ſure 
never.to, awaken; then may I never again be bleſt 
with. the. Light of the Sun, and the Joys of Wedneſday, 
1f you are not as dear to me as my ope of waking in 
Health to-morrrow Morning your Charms. lead me, 
my Inclinations prompt me, and my Reaſon con- 
MADAM, rh 

NH | | Your Faithful, and 

Humble Servant. 


, My bumabli Serwice to the Lady, 
who. muſt be chief Mediator 
for my Happineſs. | 
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N order to your .Ladyſhip's Command, I have 
J ſent you my Thoughts gpon; your' two weighty 
Maxims of Amorous Policy— If wwe fy, they purſue, 
and Enjoyment quenches Love : But 1 ſhall run a greater 

Hazard of your Diſpleaſure by my Obedience, than L 
ſhould by the NegleQ of your Commands ; theſe Sub- 
jets leading me into more Gravity, than is well con- 
iſtent with my own Inclinations; *or the Peruſal of a 
fair Lady, But to the Buſineſs. EO BY 
To examine rightly how far theſe Female Maxims 
are in Force, we mult diſpoſe Mankind into a Divi- 
ſion, which I think hitherto has eſcap'd the Logicians ; 
to wit, the Men of Idlene6, avd Men of Buſineſs. 
Under the firft Branch of which Diſtin&ion is reducible 
a great Share of the World, and eſpecially that which 

compoſes the CharaQter of what. we call: the' Beau 
Monde ; for to make them all of a Piece, we' muſt give. 
them: a French Name too. - i eh HT PS, 

The Practice of theſe Gentlemen, I muſt confeſs, has 
| gone a great Way to paſs theſe Maxims for authentick, 
| and have ſufficiently authoriz'd the Ladies to flick ſo 
firmly to their Principles ; but wow'd they conſider a 
little upon what a ſcurvy Foundation theſe Topicks 
| are grounded, they would damn the Doctrine for the 

Sake of the Adorers. 1» 

Theſe idle Gentlemen (begging their Pardon for 
ſo familiar an Epithet) ſhou'd thew the Ladies what 
a Difference there is between modiſh intriguing and 
true Love; for theſe Sparks malte Intriguing their 
Buſineſs, and Love only their Diverſion, | They 
viſit their Miſtreſs as they go to the Park, becauſe 
tis the Mode; and continue to (ollicit her Favour, 
not thro' the Impulſe of Paſſion, but becauſe they 
have nothing eMe to do. Some other Motives there 
are to engage theſe Sparks in the Purſuit of a fair 
Lady; as, for Inſtance, upon the Survey of his 
Rent-Roll the Lover finds two or three Thouſand a 
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Year ſtill nnmortgag'd, ſends down immediately to 
his Steward to ſcrew up his Teaants to due Payments, 
and concludes with Money conquers all Things: A po- 
tent Proverb, I muft confeſs, to back his Reſolation, 
\ But here confider, Madam, what it 1s that purſues 
you ; not the Gentleman, but Fidlers, Maſquerades, 
Jewellers, Glovers, Milleners, hir'd Poets, with the 
confus*'d Equipage of all their reſpeRive Trades ; the 
_ Pevil a Dart of Love 1s in the whole Bundle, no more 
than there is in the Straw and Oats that keep a Horſe 
for New-Market ; here are only two Beaſts to be 
back'd, one for Pleafure, and tother for Profit ; I will 
teed ore for the Plate, and pamper the other for my own 
Riding. _ 
A ﬀecond Life to his Purſuit is his Vanity; the 
Bean having receiv'd a Repulſe over Night, ſteps to 
his Glaſs in the Morning, and furveying his charm- 
ing Shape, '$dearh (ſays he) wh Fs 1 deſpair of 
Succeſs ? Bload, I am as pretty a Fellow'as another, but 
f thizck my Calves are a little of the largeſl, Ab, 
that's it, [pe did net like " Dreſs Yeſterday ———= 
Here, Boy, reach my blue Coat, Dll tye my Cravat 
with a dowble Knot To-day, and wear the Buckles of my 
Garters behind, Thus while his foppiſh Fancy can it- 
vent any particular Change or Whimſey in his Dreſs, 
hi: Hopes are nouriſh*d by an abufive Preſumption, 
that the Ladies are imitten by {uch Bagaze/ Impertr- 
nence. Here indeed, Madam, the firſt Maxim, [Foe 
fly, they purſue, 1s in Force, but upon ſcurry Terms; 
for the Continuation of ſach a Coxcomb's Addreſs 1 
the greateſt Satyr upon the Sex; and a Woman of 
true Senſe, rather than be plagu'd with ſuch a Fel- 
lower, if there were no other Way, ſhould give him 
her Perſon to be quit of his Company ; for here | 
dare be ſworn your ſeeond Maxim will hold, that 
Enjoyment guenches Love ; For theſe Gentlemen love 
as they hunt, for Diverſion, as I ſaid before; ard 
no ſooner is one Hare ſnapt up, but they beat about 
for arother. Befhdes, Madam, *tis but a modeſt Pre- 
ſumption, that theſe Men of Pleature and Were 
| raul 
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muſt have an Ingredient of the Fool in their Compoſi- 
tion, which cannot reliſh the true and laſting Beauties 
* of a fine Woman ; they cannot make a true Eftimate 
# of her Senſe, her Conftancy, her ſeveral little kind 
and endearing Offices, which can only engage the 
| Aﬀections of a Man that truly underftands theit Va- 
8 le. | Pt de Footed 
This brings into my Cor:fideration how far theſe 
Maxims may be applicable to your correſponding with 
the latter Part of the Diſtintion, which I calld the 
Mcn of Buſineſs ; by which I underſtand Men of Senſe, 
| Learning and Experience, and call them Men of Buſt- 
neſs, becauſe I wou'd exclude a Parcel of flaſhy, naify, 
| rhiming, atheiſtical Gentlemen, who arrogate'to' then- 
E ſelves the Title of Wir and Senſe, for no other Cauſe 
| but the Abuſe of it.: Such muſt be rank'd with the firſt 
| Sort of Lovers, for they are the idleſt of Mankind ; 
{ neither do I confine the CharaQer of a Man of Eulincis 
| to the Law, the Church, the Court, Trade, or any 
| particular Employment: I intend it a farther Latt- 
| tude, and incluſive of all thoſe, who deriding the Fop, 
and deteſting the Debauchee, have laid down to them- 
| ſelves ſome-certain Scheme 'of Study, in ny lawful 
| Art of Science, for the Benefit of the Publick, or their 
| own private Improvement. 0 

Upon this Foundation we may rationally conclude 
the Aftions of ſuch Men to flow direQly from the 
| Operations of their Reaſon. But here, Madam, with- 
| out Doubt the Ladies will interrupt me——#Hold, Sir, 
{ (ſay they) we ab/elutely dexy that Lowe and Reaſon are 

conſiſtent ; from which it follows, that your Men of 
{ Buſineſs have no Buſineſs here, | (es 

I am very ſorry, Madam, in the: firſt Place, that 
the Qualification which muſt recommend a Man 'to a 
fair Lady, muſt debaſe him ſo near the Level of a 
Brute, and deprive him of that divine Stamp by which 
he is dittinguiſh*d from the Beaſts of the Field. What 
an Aﬀeront is this to your Sex, , that one muſt no 
ſooner begin to admire a Woman, but he muſt ceaſe 

| pF CE TE 


fAances of Falſhood and Perjury ; for depending up- ſ © 
on this Priniple of the Ladies, the greateſt Raſcals 


the greateit K.naves make the beit Fools, and the moſt 


Reſults of a real Paſſion, ſuch Love cught not to 


 Pefire muſt be too violent to lait long, and when once 


that had made him pullty of Extravagance, and de- 


is no Medium jn this | 
Lover and the 1vetcrate Enemy. 
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to bea Man; and that the Glory which a Lady re. 


_ceives by the Plurality of her Adorers, ſhould depend 


only upon the Efteem of ſo many irrational Creatures! ” 
No, no, Madam, I am too much a Courtier to let | ©© 
this yulgar Calumny aud ſevere Reflection upon your IM © 


Sex-paſs unexamined. 


I ſhall therefore make bold to ſay, that this very iſ © 
Opinion, touching the Inconſiltency of Love with I © 
Reaſon, has coſt the fair Sex more Tears, and have Þ * 
ſubjeted Men to more Curſes, than the worſt Circum- | * 


have appear'd the moſt paſſionate Lovers, becauſe 


uſual Cloak for natural Villany, is an artificial Simpli- 
City. | wo Þ 
But granting ſuch Follies and Abſurdities to be the 


gain one Grain the more Weight in the Balance 
of true Senſe ; for if the Lover be a Fool, this Ex- 
travagance is but what is natural to his 'Temper, and 
expoles itſelf as wildly in the Effet of his other or- 
dinary Paſſions, as in Anger, Fear, Joy, Grief, and 
the like, and muſt not properly be call'd the Strength 
of his Love, but the Weakneſs of his Reaſon ; and the 
{ame Pitch of Paſhon that may make a //:rall appear 
Lunatick, would ſcarcely be diſcernible in a Dorimant, 
But if the Force of Love raiſe a Man of true Senſe to 
the Pitch of playing the Fool, *iis then, 1f not more 
ridiculous, at leaſt much more dangerous in the Con- I 
ſequence ; for be aſſur'd, Madam, that the Pent of his 


it begins to decline, *twill proye as violent in the Fall 
as in the Riſe; and the conſtant Reſult of a ſober Re- 
feftion, 4s the Hatred and Deteſtation of any Thing 
bas'd him below the gary of his.Reaſon ; and there 

ale between the extravagant 


But 
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But begging your Ladyſhip's Pardon for this Digre(- 
ſion, I ſhall return to my Man of Buſineſs, and ſee how 
far your Principle, 1/ we fiy, they purſue, is applicable to 
a Perfon of this CharaQer. | 

To the Examination of this Point, "twill not be 
amiſs to conſider the ſeveral Paces and Proceedings 
| of ſuch a Lover in his Amour. A Man of Bulineis 
and Study has his Thoughts too round and compact 
| within himſelf, to have his Fancy fallying out upon 
| the Appearance of every Beauty that his daily Con- 
} verſation may throw in his Way ; but if once it lights 
| upon that Fair, which can rouſe him from his In- 
| difference, raiſing a Pleaſure in his Eyes when ſhe's 
| preſent, and an Uneaſineſs in his Heart in her Ab- 
| ſence, 'tis no Imprudence to indulge the Thought. 
| Love (he conſiders) is a Bleſſing ; and ſince it de- 
pends ſo much upon a Sympathy of Natures, why 
mayn't I expe& that the fair Creature, who has rais'd 
ſuch Emotions in me, may in Time, perhaps, be 
brought to have a mutual Concern upon her? The 
| Happineſs that I may expe from her Love, if her other 
Qualities be proportionable to her Beauty, will infi- 
nitely reward the Pains of my enquiring into her Life 
and Converſation. Here is the Foundation of Love 
fairly laid; and now my Gentleman goes: to work. 
upon the Structure : He fuſt enquires into the Lady's 
Character, but that as a Man of Senſe ought to do, 
without truſting the Malice of ſome that may be her 
Enemies, nor yet conſulting the Partiality of her 
Friends, His Reaſon may make a tolerable good Ba- 
lance between both ; and if perhaps ſome Slip in her 
_ Conduct has made the Scale of her Accuſation the 
heavieſt, he has ſome Grains of Love to throw into 
the other to counterpoiſe it. His next Buſineſs is to 
gain Admittance to her Company; here he may find 
a thouſand Beauties to augment, or as many Failings 
perhaps to deftroy his Paſſion; and to his Examina- 
tion he' muſt refer his Judgment upon the different 
CharaRers he might have ed 'of her before; for: 
n0 reaſonable Man will peremptorily conclude front? - 


C's the. 


58 Poems and Letters. 


_ the Movth of Common Fame; tis a r.otorious Liar, 
and generally in Extremes, If he believes it to the 
Lady's Prejudice, he may wrong her Innocence pal 
Redreſs; and if he truſt: flying ſobort in her Favour, 
he may be impos'd upon himſelf: For the Vulgar 
(by which I mean the Lac'd Coat as well as the Hob. 
nail) cannot enter into the nice Secrets of Female 
Behaviour; they ſometimes miſtake Levity for Free- 
dom, ill Humour tor Gravity, Noiſe and Tattle for 
Wit and Senſe: Sometimes they change Hands, and 
call an Air cf good Breeding Coquetry ; they brand 
Afﬀability and good Nature with the Name of Looſe- 
neſs; and, in Ront. there can be no ſuch Thing as a 
Woman in their Eſtimate, all muſt be Angels, or all 
Devils. Now my Lover ſhall find out ll theſe Di- 
ftinions ; he ſhall, in Spite of Female Diflimula- 
tion, fearch to the very Bottom, and diſcover the 
leaft Paint upon the Mind, as he does that upon the 
Face, Having found the Lady's Temper conforma- 
ble to his own, or being at leaſt aſſur'd, that he can 
| frame his own Humour to ſquare with hers ; having 
known her Senſe_ Sed Undertandioe ſuflicient for a 
prudent ConduRQ, at leaſt pliable to good Advice, he 
ſtands fixd in his Reſolution, and reſolv'd upon his 
Aﬀe&tion. _ | SR 


| Thus the beautiful Fdifice of Love is gradually and 


firmly rais'd, whereof Reaſon is ttill the Corner-ſtone; 


not like the ring Pomp of a Fop's Preparation, 


which, like a Lord Mayor's Pageant, is built in a 
Night, glitters, and” is gaz'd at for a Day, and the 
next dwindles into nothing, The Building thus fi- 
_niſl'd, the next Buſineſs is to invite the Fair Guelt ; 
'tis impoſſible to confine the Rules of his Addreſs to 


_ any particular Obſervation, becauſe they may be fo 


diverſify'd by the Circumilances of the Lover, the 
Accidents of 'Time, Place, or according to ſome 
Humours and Inclinations in the Lady's Temper, 


which laſt have always prov'd the moſt effeQtual 


Means of gaining a Heart. If the Lady's Diſpoli- 
Sou be inclable to Gaiety, he makes the Muſes 


4 
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ſpeak 
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ſpeak a good Word. for him; he can diſpenſe in an 
Evening with a very dull Play, to have the, Pleaſure 
of acting the Lover himſelf; nay, he can comply fo 
far, as to commend a very dull thing, if his Miſtreſs 
is pleas'd to approve it; he can take a Turn in the 
Mall with his Hat off, tho” the Weather be very coll, 
and join with her in railing at my Lord Such-a-one, 
or Miſtreſs Such-a-one, tho* perhaps he underſtands 
the Quarrel to be no more than a Pique, or a Piece 
of Malice. If the Lady's Temper be more grave and 
ſedate, he can fit an Hour or two condemiing the 
Vices of the Town, and extolling the Pleaſures of a 
Country Life ; nay, ſometimes Op he may have 
a Fling at the Government, and be a little Jacobitiſh 
to pleaſe her; he*can wait on her to Church, and 
hear a Levite thump Duſt and Nonſenſe out of a 
Pulpit Cufhion for an Hour, and call it an excellent 
Sermon, to humour her Approbation. With a thou- 
ſand other little fooliſh Fancies, which becauſe they 
are not very hurtful in themſelves, and that Cuſtom 
has brought them into Play, muſt be borne with upon 
this Occaſion ; and when all is done, Ceremony looks 
as decently in Love, as in Religion; and a Clown in 
an Intrigue makes as aukward a Figure as a Quaker 
in Church. Our Lover therefore writes, viſits, ſighs, 
declares his Paffion with all Demonftrations of Sub- 
miſſion and Sincerity ; all which is often repeated to 
fave the Lady's Modelty, and to footh a little pleaſing 
. Vanity incident to the Female Sex of ſeeing them- 
_ felves admir'd. He is fatisfy'd alſo that the World 
ſhou'd know it, and ſubmits to the Cenſure of a 
whining Coxcomb, to favour the Lady's vielding by 
the plauſible Excuſe of a hard Siege ; but if after all 
this he finds his. Pretenfions to no purpoſe, your 
Maxim, Madam, IF we fly, &c. will not be of Force 
to detain him longer; he has the ſame Thread of 
Reafon to guide him out of the Labyrinth that Jed 
him in ; he has not perhaps the ſame Supports to his 
Hope, that every glittering Spark with a Coach and 
Six can pretend ; but were his Fortune ever ſo con- 
2476 | C-6 Gderable, 
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ſiderable, he wou'd not affront the Lady's Ho- 
nour, nor his own Judgment ſo far, as to ſuppoſe 


| her of a mercenary Temper ; neither can he imagine 


that the Charming Fair, whoſe Senſe he has ſo much 
admir'd, ſhou'd be captivated with the tying of his 
Cravat, or the Fancy of his Snuft-Box. No, no, he 


is rather convinc'd, that there is ſomething difagreea- 


ble to the Lady in his Perſon, Behaviour, or Conver- 
ſation, which being a Defe&t of Nature, or Educa- 
tion, he muſt patiently ſubmit to, without cutting his 
"Throat ; and he's the more willing to take up with 
his Failings, becauſe Time may 46%, produce ſome 
other Lady, that may value him upon theſe very Cir- 
cuinſtances that made the firſt diſdain him ; ſo that in 
ſpite of your celebrated Maxim, he betakes himſelf 
to his Buſineſs, has the Manners to free the La- 
dy from his Impertinence, and the Prudence to diſen- 
gage himſelf of the 'Trouble. Neither is he much 
diſtreſs'd to withdraw his Aﬀections; for as the Proſ- 
pet of Happineſs was the firſt Foundation of his 
Love, ſo the Progreſs of his Paſſion muſt have been 


_ nouriſh'd with Favours to keep it alive, and as na- 


_ without this Fuel will the Fire go out of it- 
I have already, Madam, ſo far tranſpreſled the 


Bounds of a Billet-doux, that I am afraid to meddle. 


with your ſecond Maxim : But. give me a Moment's 


Patience, Madam, and Pl! make quick Work with— 
Erjoyment quenches Love: One Simile, Madam, and 


I take my Leave. What a 4trange and unaccounta- 
ble Madneſs wou'd it appear in a Subje& of England, 
a Gentleman that enjoys Peace and Plenty, Eaſe and 
Luxury, if he, diſcontented with his happy State, 


ſhou'd raiſe a Conibuſtion in his Country, turn am- 
bitious Rebel, make a Party againſt his Prince, and 


by Force and Treachery lay hold upon the Govern- 
ment, and all this for the bare Pleaſure of being call- 


ed King. I can aflure you, Madam, did the Plea- 


ſures of a Monarch conſiſt in nothing more than being 
plac'd in a' Throne, with a Crown upon his wr: 
=... 


Poems and Letters. 6x 

and the Scepter in his Hands, we ſhould have the up- 
ſtart Prince uſe his Government as a Fool does a fair 
Lady after Enjoyment ; he wou'd ſoon be cloy'd 
| with his Defire, ard uneaſy till he got quit of it. But 

if our Nol! underftood the Policy oc Government, the 
many Glories that attend a Crown, the Pomp of De- 
pendencies, the Sweets of abſolute Power, with the 
many Delights and Joys that attend his Royalty, he 
would maintain his Station to the laſt Drop of Blood. 
This is eafily applicable to a Man of Senſe paining + 
the Crown of Beauty ; he can judge of the Charms of 
| his Poſſeſhon, and values Enjoyment only as the Title 
to his greater Pleaſures : There are a thouſand Cupids 
attending the Throne of Love, all which have their 
ſeveral pretty Offices and ſerviceable Duties to exhi- 
larate their Maſter's Joy, and contribute to his con- 
Nant Diverſion, if he but underſtands how to employ . 
them. | | 

How far, Madam, I have recommended to you 

the Addreſſes of an ingenious Man, I dare not deter- 
mine ; but 1 ons, I have ſaid ſo much againſt the 
Paſhon of Fools, that I have ruin'd my own Intereſt; 
tho' you can't reckon me among the idle Part of Men, 
being ſo happily employed this Morning by the Com- 
ads of ſo fair a Lady. ee 


_ Your Ladyſpip's moſt humble Servant. 
MOKOKHOKIOOOOOKHOHHOKK 
| Friday Night, 11 Clock." 
F you find no more Reft from your Thoughts in 
L Bed than I do, I cou'd wiſh you, Madam, to 
be always there, for there I am moſt in Love. I. 
went to the Play this Evening, and the Muſick rais'd _ 
my Soul to ſuch a Pitch of Paſſion, that I was almeſt 


mad with Melancholy. I flew thence to Spring-Gar- 
| «en, where with envious Eyes I ſaw every Man pick 
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up his Mate, whilſt I alone walked like ſolitary Adan Pp 
before the Creation of his Eve; but the Place was no L 
Paradiſe to me ; nothing 1 found entertaining but the 
Nightingale, waich methought in ſweet Notes, I:%e d 
your own, pronounc'd the Name of my Dear Pen. We ſi 


lope. As the Fool thinketh, the Bell clinketh. From 
hence I retir'd to the Tavern, where methought the 
ſhining Glaſs repreſented your- fair Perfon, and the 
ſparkling Wine within it, look'd like your lively Wit 
and Spirit : I met my dear Miſtreſs in every thing, and 
I propoſe prefently to fee her in a lively Dream, 
ſince the laſt thing I do, 1s to kiſs her dear Letter, 
claſp her charming Idea in my Arms, and to fall fail 
aſlcep. , ES, | | 
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My Morning. Songs, my Ew/'ning Pray'rs, 
My Daily Mufengs, Nightly Cares. 


Adieu, 


: JOYS DOE L © CO ;, 
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Fre am I drinking, Madam, at the Sign of the 
Globe; and 1t ſhall go hard but I make the 
Voyage of old Sir Drate by to-morrow Morning : 
We have a freſh Gale and a round Sea; for here 1s 
very good Company and excellent Wine : From the 
Orb in the Sign, I wil ftep to the Globe of the Moon, 
thence make the "Tour of a!l the - Planets, and fix in 
the Conſtellation of Yenus. You fee, Madam, I am 
elevated already. Here's a Gentleman tho', who 
ſwears he loves his Miitrefſs better than I do mine, 
but if I don't make him fo drunk that he fhall dil- 
gorge his Opinion, may I never drink your Health 
again; the generous Wine fcorns to lie upon a 
'Traytor's Stomach, *tis Foxfon to him that profanes 
Society by being a Rogue in his Cups. I wiſh, dear 
Madam, with, all my Powe that you ſaw me in my. 
RD NE. preſent 
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preſent Circumttances, you wou'd certainly fall in 
Love with me, for I am not myſelf; Il am now 
the pleaſanteſt fooliſh Fellow that ever gain'd a La- 
dy's Heart, and a Glafs or two more will fill me with 
{ ſuch Variety of Impertinence, that I cannot fail to 
paſs for agreeable. You, Drawer, bring me a Plate 
of Ice——Ha! How the Wine whizzes upon my 
Heart ; Cupid is forging his Love-Darts in my Belly 
Ice, you Dog, Ice——The Son of a Whore 
| has brought me Anchovies. Well! "This is a vexatious | 

World. I wiſh I were fairly out of it, and happy in 
Heaven, I mean your dear Arms; which is the con- 
fiant Prayer of your Humble Servant, Druuk or 
Sobcr. | + 


I defign To-merrow in the Afternoon to beg your 
Pardon fer all the ill Manners of my Debauch; and 
make myſelf as great as an Emperor, by inviting your 


- 


Ladyjhip to the Entertainment of Diocleſian. 


CEREREFEREIES EIA REI 


N purſuance to your Order, Madam, I have fent 

you here inclos'd my PiQture; and TI challenge 
Padize or Kneller to draw more to the Life. You 
are the firſt Perſon that ever had it, and if I had not 
{ fome Thoughts that the Subſtance would fa!l to your 
fhare, I wou'd not part with my Likeneſs. I hope 
| the Colours will never fade, tho' you may give me 
ſome Hints where to mend the Features, having ſo 
much Power to correct the Life, ESR 


. The 


— 
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The Pifture. 


Y Ovtfide is neither better nor worſe than my 
Creator made it, and the Piece being drawn 
by fo great an Artiſt, 'twere Preſumption to fay there 
were many Stroaks amiſs. I have a Body qualifty'd 
to anſwer all the Ends of its Creation, and that's ſuf- 
ficient. | , | 

As to the Mind, which in moſt Men wears as many 
Changes as their Body, ſo in me 'tis oenerally drett 
lite my Perſon in Black. Melancholy is its every 
Day Apparel; and it has hitherto found few Hol!- 
days to make it change its Clothes. In ſhort, my 
Conſtitution 1s very Splenetick, and yet very amo- 
rous ; both which I endeayour to hide, leſt the for- 
mer ſhowd offend others, and that the latter might 
incommode myſelf. And my Reaſon 1s ſo vigilant 


in reſtraining theſe two Failings, that I am taken tor 


an eaſy-natur'd Man with my own Sex, and an ill- 
natur'd Clown by yours. 

 *Tis true, I am very ſparing in my Praiſes and 
Compliments to a Lady, out of a Fear that they 
may affect myſelf more than her. For the Idols th: 
we worſhip are generally of our own making ; and 
though at firſt Men may not ſpeak what they think, 
yet "Truth may catch them on Yother Hand, and 
make them think what they ſpeax, But moft of all 
am I cautious of promiſing, eſpecially upon that 
weighty Article of Conſtancy, becauſe, 1n the fit 
Flace, I have never try'd the Strength of it in my 
own Experience; and, ſecondly, I ſuppoſe a Man 
' can no more engage for his Conitancy, than for his 
Health, ſince 1 believe they both equally depend up- 
orf a certain Conſtitution of Body ; and how far, and 
how frequently, that may be liable to Alteration, 
eſpecially in Afﬀairs of Love, let the more judicious 
determine. | 
| 2 | | But 
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But fo far a Man may promiſe, that if he find not. 


W his Paſſion grounded on a falſe Foundation, and that 


| he have a continuance of the ſame Sincerity, TI ruth 
| and Love to engage him; that then his Reaſon, his 
{ Honour, and his Gratitude, may prove too ſtrong 
* for all Changes of Temper and Inclination. 

| I am a very oreat Epicure, for which Reaſon 1 
{ hate all Pleaſure that's purchas'd by exceſs of Pain. I 
{ am quite different from the Opinion of Men that 
value what's dearly bought ; long ExpeQtation makes 
the Bleſſing always leſs to me, for by often thinking 
of the future Joy, I make the Idea of it familiar to 
me, and fo I loſe the great "Tranſport of Surprize ; 
'tis keeping the Springs of Defire ſo long upon the 
Rack, till at laſt they grow looſe and enervate : Be- 
ſides, any one of a creative Fancy, by a Duration of 
Thoughts, will be apt to frame too great an Idea of 
the Objed, and ſo make the greater part of his Hopes 
end in a Diſappointment. :: 

I am ſeldom troubled with what the World calls 
Airs and Caprices; aud I think it an Idiot's Excuſe 
for a fooliſh Action, to fay *twas my Humour. I 
hate all little malicious Tricks of vexing People, for 
Trifles, or teaſing them with frightful Stories, mali- 
cious Lies, ſtealing Lap-dogs, tearing Fans, breaking 
China, or the like : I can't reliſh the Jeſt that vexes 
another in earneſt : In ſhort, if ever 1 do a wilful ln- 
Jury, 1t mult be a very great one. 

I am often melancholy, but ſeldom angry; for 
| Which Reaſon 1 can be ſevere in my ys Ai 
without injuring myſelf; I think it the worſt Office 
to my Nature, to make myſelt uneaſy for what an- 
Other ſhould be punith'd. | 

I am eaſily deceiv'd, but then I never fail at laſt 
to find out the Cheat; my Love of Pleaſure and 
Sedateneſs makes me very ſecure, and the ſame 
Reaſon makes me very diligent when 1 am alarm'd. 

| have fo naturally a Propenſity to Eaſe, that I 
cannot chearfully fix to my Study, which bears not 

| | + 22S Peg 
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Groat; but I ought to thank Providence that I can 


| haye no Secret ſo weighty, but what I can bear in 
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give to be a Mouſe (God bleſs us) behind the Hang- 


a Pleaſure in the Application, which makes me inclin- 
able to Poetry above any thing elſe. 

I have very little Eſtate, but what lies under the 
C:ircumference of my Hat ; and ſhould I by Miſchance 
come to loſe my Head, I ſhould not be worth a 


by three Hours Study live one and twenty with $a- 
tisfaction to inyſelf, and contribute to the Mainte- 
nance of more Families, than ſome who have thou- 
fands a Year. | no TER all, p 

l. have ſomething in my outward Behaviour, 
which gives Strangers a worſe Opinion of me 
than I deſerve; but I am more than recompens'd by 
the Opinion of my Acquaintance, which is as much 
above my Deſert. ; - 

I have many Acquaintance, very few Intimates, 
but no Friend, I mean in the old Romantick Way; 1 


my own Breaſt; nor any Duels to fight, but what [ 
may engape in without a Second ; nor can I love aft- 
ter the old Romantick Diſcipline. I would have my 
Paſſion, if not led, yet at leaſt waited on by my 
Reaſon ; and the preateft Proof of my AﬀecCtion that 
a Lady muſt nyo is this: I wou'd run any Hazard 
to make us both happy, but would not for any tran- 
fitory Pleaſure make either of us miſerable. 


If ever, Madam, you come to know the Life of this 
Piece, as well as he that drew it, you awill conclude 
that I need not Jubſcribe the Name to the PiQure. 


ELL! Mrs Y— and my charming Penlsfe 
are to lie together to Night; what wou'd I 


ings to hear the Chat: You don't know, Madam, 
hut my Genius, which always attends you, may over- 
2 | hear 
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hear your Diſcourſe; therefore not one Word of 
George, I'm refolv'd to have a Friend to he with 
me To-night, that I may quit Scores with you; and 
it ſhall go hard but I prove as kind to my Companion, 

& as you are to yours; though I muſt confeſs, that IL 

# had rather be in Mrs. . -*s Place, with all the 

& little Pillows about me, or in that of Monſieur Adcries 
upon the Chair. EN EE 


My Rival is a Dog of Parts, 
That captivates the Ladies Hearts ; 
And yet by Jove (1 ſcorn to forge ) 
Adonis /elf muft yield to George. 

4 am @ Dog as «well as he, -Þ 
Can fawn upon a Lady's Knee 3 
My Ears as long, and 1 cax bark, 
To guard my Miſtreſs in the Dark : 
1 ha'n't faur Legs, that's no bard Sentence, 
For 1 cen paw, and ſcrape Arquaintance. 
1 am a Dog that admires Fol, | | 
And Pm a Dog if this ben't true; 
And if Adonis does eutrival me ; 
Then ['m a greater Son of a Bitch than he. © 
Reach my Waiſtcoat=——byt neer trouble it, 
1 am already a Dog in a Doublet. £500 


. Was ever ſuch a poetical Puppy ſeen ? But when 
my Miſtreſs 1s fick, *tis then Dog-Vays with me, tho? 
'tis but a Cur's Trick, I muſt confteis; but I would 
be content to bark at this Rate all my Life, fo that I 
might hunt away all Rats and Mice from my fair 

Angel, whoſe fearful Temper is the only Mark of 
Mortality about her. 'The Caeidibutcy of the Wa- 
ter Rat laſt Night has inſpir'd me with the following 


Lines. 


Fair Roſamond did /:tile think. 
Her Cryſtal Pond ſhould turn a Sink, 
To harbour FVermin that might ſwim, 
And frighten Beauties from the Bram. | 
| Hence. 
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Henceforth, deteſied Pond, no more _ 
Shall Beauties crown your werdant Shore ; _ 
Your Wawes ſo fam'd for amrous, League, 
Are now turn'd Ratjbane to Intrigue. 


Now good Morrozw, my fair Creature, and ry 
let me know he you are recuver'd from 
your Fright. | 
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H Y ſhould I write to my deareſt Penelope, when 
4 1 only trouble her with reading what ſhe 
won't believe? I have told my Paſſion, my Eyes have 
ſpoke it, my Tongue pronounc'd it, and my Pen de- 


_ Clar'd it; I have figh'd it, ſwore it, and ſubſcrib'd it ; 


now my Heart is full of you, my Head raves of you, 
and my. Hand writes to you, but all in vain. If you 
think me a Difſembler, uſe me generouſly like a Vil- 
lain, and diſcard me for ever; but if you will be fo 


juſt to my Paſſion, as to believe it ſincere, te!l me ſo, 
and make me happy ; 'tis but Juſtice, Madam, to do _ 


one or t'other. | WEEN VETS 
Your Indiſpoſition laſt Night, when T left you, 


ut me into ſuch Diſorder, that not finding a Coach, | 
miſs'd my Way, and never minded whither' T wan- _ 
der'd, *till I found myfelf cloſe by Tyburn.” When . 
| blind Love puides, who can forbear going =aſtray ? 
Inſtead of laughing at myſelf, I fell to pitying poor 


Mr. F r, who, whilit he rov'd abroad among 
your whole Sex, was never out of his Way ;' and 
now by a fingle She was led to the Gallows. From 


the Thoughts of Hanging, -I naturally enter'd upon 


thoſe of Matrimony : I conſider'd how many Gen- 
tlemen have taken a handſume Swing, to avoid ſome 
mward Diſquiets; then why ſhou'd not I hazard the 


Nooſe, to caſe me of my 'Torment ? Then I conſi- 


der'd, 
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der'd, whether I ſhou'd ſend for the Ordinary of 
Newgate, or the Parſon of St. Azne's; but conſiders | 
ing myſelf better prepar'd for dying in a fair Lady's 
Arms, than on the three legg'd Tree, I was the moſt 
inclinable to the Pariſh-Prieſt : Beſides, if I dy'd in a 
f:ir Lady's Arms, I ſhou'd be ſure of Chriſtian Bu- 
rial at laſt, and ſhould have the moſt beautiful Tomb 
in the Univerſe. You may imagine, Madam, that 
| theſe Thoughts of Mortality were very melancholy ; 
but who cou'd avoid the Thoughts of Death when 
| you were ſick ? And if your Health be not dearer to 
me than my own, may the next News I hear be your 
Death, which wou'd be as great a Hell, as your Lite 


and Welfare is a Heaven to the moſt amorous of his 
veX. | 


Pray let me know in a Line, whether you are 
better or worſe, whether I am Hone/? or a 


Knave,' and whether I ſhall live or die, 


A pe —_ / pe FA by be % FA 
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Can no more let a Day paſs without ſeeing - or 
writing to my dear Penelope, than I can ſlip a Mi- 
nute without thinking of her. I know no Body can 
| lay a juſter Claim to the Account of my Hours, than 
ſhe who has ſo indiſputable a Title to my Service; and 
I can no more keep the Diſcovery of my Faults from 
you, than from my own Conſcience, becauſe you com- 
poſe ſo great a Part of my Devotion. Let me there- 
fore confeſs to my deareſt Angel, how laſt Night I 
launter'd to the Fountain, where ſome Friends wait- 
ed for me; one of 'em was a Parſon, who preaches 
over any Thing but his Glaſs : Had not his Company 
and Sznday Night ſanQtify'd the Debauch, I ſhou'd be 

very fit for Repentance this Morning ; the ſearchin 
Wine has ſprung the Rheumatiſm in my Right Hand, 
my Head akes, my Stomach pukes, I dream'd _ 
| is 
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this Morning of Fire, and wak'd in a Flame: Ty 
compleat my Miſery, I muft let you know all this, 
and make you angry with me. I defipn tho” this Af. 
| ternoon to repair to St. Anne's Prayers, to beg Abſoly. 
tion of my Creator and my Miſtreſs; if both prove 
merciful, I'll put on the Reſolution of amending my 
Life, to. fit me for the Joys of Heaven and you. 


SISSISSSSSSISSSSSSSSSSBSIS 
Dear Madam, | bh | 


OW I write with my aking Hand the DiQate, Wl * 
N of my aking Heart; my Body and my ©oul 
are of a Piece; both uneaſy for Want of my dear P-. 
nelope. Excuſe me, Madam, for troubling you with 
my Diftemper; but my Hand is fo ill, that it can 
write nothing eHe, becaufe it can'go no farther. 


Isfortunes always lay hold on me, when I for- 
| ſake my Love, or fall ſhort of my Duty ; your 
Coach was full, and Mr. C——7z was vaniſh'd, fo 1 

| had no Pretence left to avoid ſome fober Friends, that 
wou'd haul me into a Cellar to drink Syder; a dark, 
chilly, confounded Hole, fit only for Treaſon and 
Tobacco. Being warm with the 'Throng of the Plar- 
houſe, I unadviſedly threw off my Wig ; the Raw 
neſs of this curſed Place, with the Coldneſs of onr 
Tipple, has ſeiz'd upon me fo violently, that I'm 
afraid I ſhan't recover jt in a Trice; I bave got {uch 
a Pain in my Jaws, that I ſha'r't be able to eat a Bit: 
So now, Madam, I muſt either live upon Love 0! 
ftarve. For Heav'n's Sake then, dear Malian, ſend 
me a little Subſiſtence ; let not a hangry Wretch petill 
for want of an Alms: Your Charity, for the Lord! 
Sake. Kind Words is all I crave; and the moſt un- 
charitable Prelate will afford a-Beggar his' Blefiing.-—Þ 
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Pity my Condition, Fair Charmer, I have pot a Cold 
without, and a Fire within, Love and Syder do not 
zpree, ſo I'Il have no more Cellars. If you don't 
ſend me ſome Comfort in my Afﬀi&ions, expec to 
have a Note to' this Purpoſe— ——— Be pleas'd to 
accompany the Corps of an unfortunate Lover, who 
dy'd of an aching Chops, and a broken Heart, 
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"OUR Verſes, Madam, I have read, ſcan'd 

and conſider'd over and over; I] muft ſtill com- 
plain of the Difficulty of your CharaRters ; but your 
Senſe 15 like a rich Mine, hard to come at, but when 
found, an infinite Treaſare. I wou'd anſwer you in 
Verſe, but for the Reaſon that follows. | 


Of all the fpecicus Wiles and formal Arts, 
Us'd by our young intriguing Men of Parte, 
Nane can their Ignorance in Love expre/s 
So much, as whining Words in fawoning Ver /e. 
The Nymph, whoſe ſofter Breaſt ſoft Numbers gain, 
Muſt hawe a Soul cele/tially ſerene, bes BI. c 
Seraphically bright, and ſparkling as her Mien: 
But Women now that Charatter dijown, 
T hey are all Mortal, very Mortal grown. 
By Verſe was Beauty's Empire firſt ordain'd, 
And flubborn Man to Love by Verſe 'was chait'd. 
Perſe gave to Lowe his Duiver and his Bow, 
Nay, &em from Verſe he had his Godhead too. 
And now ungrateſul Beauty ſcorns that Aid, + 
By which its greateſt Triumphs firſt were made, 
A'fordid Blockhead, with an empty Skull, 
Shall have Acceſs, becauſe his Pockets full. 
Carſe on'thee, Gold—awhby, Charmer, tell me why 
Shou'd that which buys a Horſe, bright Beauty buy ? 
O cou'd T find (grant Heaw'n that once I may) ' 
A Nymph fair, kind, poetical and gay; 
NY | | Whoſe 
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Whoſe Lowe ſhou'd blaze, unſully'd, and divine, 

Lighted at firſt by the bright Lamp of mine ; 

Free as a Miſtreſs, faithful as a Wl ife, 

And one that low'd a Fiddle as her Life ; 

Free from all F armge Ends, from Int'reff free, 
For my own Sake affetting only me. 

What a bl:f! Union ſhou'd our Souls combine ? 

T her's alone, and ſhe be only mine. | 

Free generous Fawours ſhou'd our Flames expreſs, 

DÞ'd write fer Lowe, and fhe ſhox'd love for Verſe, 

In deathle/s Numbers fhou'd my fair one ſhine, 


Her Lope, her Charms fhou'd blazon every Line, 
And the whole Page be like herſelf, Divine. 

'ot Sachariſla's /elf, great Waller's Fair, 
Shou'd for an endleſs Name with mine compare ; 
My Lines ſhou'd run ſo high, the World ſhou'd ſee 
T ſung of her, and ſhe inſpired me. | 

Vain are thy Wiſhes, arretched Damon, wain, 
Thy Verſe can only ſerve thee to complain: 

Wealth makes the Bargain, Lowe's become a Trade, 

Blind Love is now by blinder Fortune led. 

Who then awou'd fing, or ſacred Numbers boaſt, 

Since Love, the juſt Reward of Verſe, is It ? 
Of the ſoft Sex why wwere the Mujes made, 

If im /oft Lowe they can't afford us Aid? 

No, Cupid, no, you have decciv'd too long, 


My Muſe and Love hawe ever done me wrong ; 
Farewel, ungrateful Lowe, farewel, ungrateful Song. 
' You ſee, Madam, that my Rhime has argu'd me 
out of Love; but Pm violently ſuſpicious that my Rea- 
ſon will convince me, that I am till as much your 
Captive, as ever; for 1 have the greateſt Inclination 
in the World to intreat the Favour of meeting you! 
Ladyſhip in the Par# To-morrow by Six. IF you tar: 
ry till ſeven, you may find me at the End of the Lo- 
ver's Walk, hanging upon one of the Trees, which 
will be the readieit Way, for aught I ſee, to bring our 
Amour to a Concluſion. 1am an Impudent Feliow 
| | that's 
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{ that's to prevent your RefleQtion upon my preſuming to 
appoint you a Place of Afſignation, 
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F any Thing ſhould come to your Hands, Ma- 
dam, that I writ laſt Night, 1 humbly beg that 


you wou'd pardon its Impertinence; for I was ſo 


fuddled, that I hardly remember whether I writ or 
not. You'll think perhaps that my Excuſe needs as 
much an Apology as my Fault ; but you ought to for- 
give me, when I aſſure you, that I ſhall never forgive 
myſelf, I have vow'd this Morning never to taſte 
Wine, till I can recover that Opportunity of ſeeing you, 
that Wine made me loſe. I went to the Royal Ex- 
change at Two, and ſtay'd in the City till 'Twelve at 
Night; I din'd with Mr. B x, who (by the Way) 
is a pretty Gentleman, but has a confounded Wite ; 
ſuch Stories have I heard of her Perſecution, and his 
Long-ſuffering, that he deſerves to go to Heaven, and 
ſhe to Hell for ſending him; and ſo much for a Citi- 
zen's Wife. I come now from Mr. Dryden's Funeral, 
where we had an Ode in Horace ſung, inſtead +of Da- 
wid's Pſalms ; whence you may find, that we don't 
think a Poet worth Chriſtian Burial. The Pomp cf 
the Ceremony was a Kind of Rhapſody, and fitter, I 
think, for Hudibras than him, becauſe the Cavalcade 
was moſtly Burleſque ; but he was an extraordinary 
Man, and bury'd after an extraordinary Faſhion ; for 

] do believe there was never ſuch another Burial ſeen. 
The Oration indeed was great and ingenious, worthy 
the SubjeQ, and like the Author, whoſe Preſcrip- 
tions can reſtore the Living, and his Pen embalm the 
Dead. And fo much for Mr. Dryden, whole Burial 
was the ſame with his Life; Variety, and not of a 
Piece, The Quality and Mob, Farce and Heroicks 
the Sublime and Ridicule mixt in a Piece, great C/eos 
patra in a Hackney-Coach, 
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And now, Madam, for the Application ; Jet us 
confider, that we are all moftal, that neither Wit can 
protect a Man, nor Beavty a Woman from the Imper- 
tinence of a Bunal: There 1s but one Way, let us 
join our Forces to Eiſappoiut it, as thus ; Beauty canſes 
Love, Iove inſpires Poetry, and Poetry makes Wit 
immortal : So in Return, Wit is fir'd with Gratitude, 
that extols Your Charms, and ſo makes Beauty im- 
mor:al, Now, i.*adam, if your Beauty can make as 
_ mad Work in my Head,, as it has in my Heart, I will 
ſkew the World ſuch a Copy of your Countenance, 
_ that you ſhall be as fair a hundred Years hence, as you 
are at this Inſtant ; all the Worms in the Church-yard 
ſhall not have Power to touch one Feature in your 
Face ; and for my Part, if I amz not more a Poet a 
hundred Years hence than I am now, ll be damn'd. 
And I can affure you, that Mr. Dryzen had never dy'd, 


had he not grown too old to pleaſe the Ladies ; and 


if that be my Caſe already, the Lord have Mercy 
upon me. b 7 


ECL ELTTLIES ES 


V Our ſtrange and unexpected Declaration of your 
| unkind Thoughts of me, has cait a Damp upon 
my Spirits, that will break out either in Melancholy 
or Rage: I wiſh it prove the latter, for then I ſhall 
| deſtroy myſelf the ſhorter Way; in the Fervency 
of my Paſſion, and Diligence of Courtſhip, which 
has alarm'd Part of the World. To be accus'd of 
Coldneſs and Neglet is but I'll ſay no more upon 
that Subje&, *tis too warm; and if I touch it, will 
ſet me in a Blaze. I remember the Cauſe of my Un- 
eaſineſs t'other Day, and I remember that Cauſe was 
repeated laſt Night ; and, in ſhort, I remember a thou- 
ſand Things that make me mad; and fince you have 
taken ſo opportune a Time. of telling me of the 
Coldneſs of my Love; give me Leave to tell you, 
| Es that 
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that my Paſſion is ſo violent, that *twill give me Cauſe 
to curſe your whole Sex ; nay, even you, tho” at the. 
ſame Time I cou'd ftab mylelf for the Expreſſion ; 
now, Madam, I'll endeavour to ſleep, - for I ha'n't 
clos'd my Eyes ſince I ſaw you. ; 
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Hague, October 23. New Style, 


TY HIS is the ſecond Poſt, dear Madam, fince I 
have heard from you, which makes me ap- 
rchenſive that you are not well, or that you have 
Jive: the Perſon whoſe Health and Welfare ſo in- 
tirely depends upon yours. I am proud to fay, that 
all my Words, my Letters, and Endeavours, have 
unfeignedly run upon the Strain of the moſt real Paſ- 
fon that ever poſſeſt the Breaſt of Man ; and if, after 
all this, they ſhould all prove vain, I leave you to judge 
how poor an Opinion I ſhouw'd have of my Under- 
ſtanding, which muſt be a very mortifying Thought 
for a Perſon who 1s very unwilling to paſs for a Fool. 
"Tis true, I have ]aid out all the little Senſe I had in 
your Service, and it it ſhould be caſt away, I ſhould 
turn Bankrupt in my Underſtanding, and run ſtark 
mad upon the Loſs. For God's Sake, Madam, 1:t 
me know what I have to truſt to, that I may once 
more ſet up fora Man of ſome Parts, or elſe run a- 
way fram my Senſes as faſt as I can; my Thoughts 
begin to be very ſevere Creditors, and I am verſect- 
ly tir'd of their Company. The King came hither laſt 
Night .about.Bleven from Leo ; and if the Weather 
prore fair, defigns for England next Wedneſday. Pro- 
vidence has deſfign'd my ſtaying ſo long, out of its 
great Mercy to {ecure'me from the Violence of a ter- 
rible Storm, which has laſted here this Fortnight paſt, 
to.that Negree, that ,Ho/land is no more at preſent 
than.a great leaky..Man of War, tofling on the O- 
EINE ceany 
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"cean, and Mariners are forc'd to pump Night and 
Day to keep the Veſſel above Water. I can affure 
you, without a J»{t, that the Cellars and Canals have 
frequent Communication, and happy is he that can 
lodge in a Garret: "There are Fellows planted on all 
the Steeples, with a conſiderable Reward to him that 
can make the firſt Land, tho? they had more Need to 
took out for'a Rainbow ; for without that I ſhall be- 
lieve that God Almighty, in his Articles with Noah 
after the Flood, has excluded the Dutch out of the 
Freaty : 1 have tranſcrib'd your Letter to my Lord 
 f———t, and will conſult with Captain L———e 
about your Afﬀairs, whether it he proper to mention 
Matters now, or defer it till we come over: My Lord 
W ft nd treated us Yeſterday with a Pot of Engl; 
Venifton ſert him by his Mother. But never was 
poor Buck fo devour'd by hungry Hounds ; we hunt- 
ed him down with excellent Burgundy—— Could this 
Place afford us good Toaſts as it does Wine, 'twere 
a Paradiſe. But we made Shift to call you all over, 
every Beauty in Londen, from the D-—-1s of G——-1 
to Mrs. B— 14; and when we got drunk we toaſted 
the Dutch Ladies; and by the Time we got thro' the 
whole Aſſembly, we were grown as dull. and fottiſh 
as if we had lain with them. You muſt pardon my 
Breeding, Madam, and conſider where I am ; but I 
60 bluſh a little, and can't ſay a Word more, but that 


| | Tour faithful and moft humble Serwant, 
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F Receiv'd your Lette?t, Madam, with the ftrange 
K Relation of your being robb'd: I can't tell whe- 
_ ther: my Grief 'or Amazement was greateſt ; it ſuſ- 
pended the Pain of the Rheumatiſm for ſome mon 
0 
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tho? I gain'd little by that, for it only gave Place to 
a greater. All the Conſolation I can afford in your 
Sorrow, 1s, that you have a Companion in your At- 
fictions that ſympathizes in every Particular of your 
Grief. I conſider myſelf a Lady robb'd of my fine 
Things, ftrip'd of my beſt Clothes, and, what is worſe, 
of all my pretty Trinkets, that have coſt me ſome 
Years in purchaſing : 'Tho' this be the greateſt Mis. 
fortune a fine 'Lady can ſuſtain, yet I am ftill more 
troubled at the Manner of the AQtion, than at the 
Greatneſs of my Loſs, that in a Houſe fo well peo- 
pled as mine, in an Hour ſo early, when all the 
World was awake, that all my good Stars ſhould thea 
be aſleep, is very provoking. FE | 
By this, Madam, --you -may judge whether my 
Heart*be not tun'd to & ve y 8. Notes of Sorrow 
with yours; and as I have the ſame Reaſons of my 
Grief, ſo perhaps I ſhall agree with your Ladyſhip as 
to the 'Thoughts which may afford you moſt Conſola- 
lation. L48 _ 
Religion teaches me, that nothing in this World 
ts properly our own, but borrow'd ; and ſince {I am 
oblig'd to refign even my very Life without mur- 
muring, when he that lent it is pleas'd to recal it, why 
ſhould I repine at parting with Things, of ſo much 
leſs Importance? But to comfort myſelf after a more 
worldly Manner: I conſider that my Clothes hal 
been worn out in a Year or two, that my fine 'Fhings 
had been out of Faſhion in a Year or two more ; fo thit 
[ have only loit the Uſe of thoſe 'Things which four or 
five Years wou'd have robb'd me of without breaking a 
Lock, or opening a Window. Beſides, another Thing 
which gives me no ſmall Comfort, 1s a Refle&ion on 
the Mercies of Providence in Matters of preater Mo- 
ment, as in Relation to my Life, my Honour, &-:, 
one Inſtance of which 1s pretty freſh in my Memory. 
| recolleft that ſome few Months ago I was in a fo- 
reign Country, far from my Relations to comfort me, 
or Friends to affilt me; a-Stranger to the Place, . more. 


3 SO :- 
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to the Language; like a Child among Savage Beafts : 
I had no Companion but a Brute more {avage than 
they, who betray'd me into the Hands of a Villain, 
that wou'd have ruin'd me paſt Redemption, had not 
Providence ſent a Gentlemen to my Refcue, who is 
now at Richmond dymg tor Love of me. This Del;- 
verance, { think, may make ſufficient Amends for the 
preſent Loſs, WE, 
Now, Madam, that I have gueſsd at your 'Thoughts 
upon the Matter, give me Leave to preſent you with 
my own Sentiments upon this Aﬀair. And in the firſt 
Place, I think that if the Rogues had ſtrip'd you of all 
that you enjoy in the World, even the white Cover- 
ing to your fair Nakedneſs, I wou'd catch you in my 
Arms before. any Ducheſs in Chri/tendom ſet out in 
Erocade and Jewels. TY :. -* 
1 think, Secondly, that a Lady without a Huſband 
lies very muſt expos'd to all Abuſes from the rude 
World ; that the Weakneſs of their Conſtitution is a 
ſufficient Proof, that their Maker deſign'd Man for 
their Guard. Now if a Lady will negle& the Pro- 
tection which Providence has defign'd her, when there 
. Is one that begs ſo very earneſtly, and has fo long 
ſollicited for the Honour of the Place ; 'tis but juſt, I 
think, that ſhe meet with ſome ſmal! Rubs fo mind 
her of her. Inſufficiency. I know, Madam, that your 
Ladyſhip has a very good and worthy Gentleman 
very near you, one who is both a Friend and a Fa- 
ther to you ; but yet a Huſband 3s ſtill the belt Gauard- 
 du-Corps, and there are fome Privileges aunex'd to 
his Place, which would make Rogues more cautious 
how they invaded your Bed-Chamber. In the thud 
' Place, Madam, give me Leave to aſk you one Que- 
ftion : Don't you think this Thief that robb'd you to 
he a very barbarous Fellow ? And would you not be 
very ſevere upon him, if he were taken? Moſt cer- 
 tainly you would. Then what mult 1 think of a Per- 
ſon that has robb'd me of a Jewel much more 
precious than any they have taken from you, I mean, 
| my 
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my Eaſe and Quiet? A little Thief has ftole my 
Heart out of my very Breaft ; the Loſs of which has 
colt me more Sighs and Uneaſineſs than all the Wealth 

in the World could have done. I have purſu'd this 
_ charming Bandi# from Place to Place, from Town to 
Country, from Kingdom to Kingdom, yet all in 


" —-[ beg you now, OR, to ug this, and 
be not too ſevere upon the r Rogues, tho” the 
ſhould be taken. © br s | 4 

This 1s the firſt Service my Hand has done me ſince 
T left London; and were not the Air too piercing for me 
to venture Abroad after ſo much Bleeding, ] would 
have told you all this perſonally ; but happen what 
will, three or four Days ſhall be the uaaua Guan 
ment T can lay upon my Defire of waiting on you; . 
and that you, have been fo louy :clcas'd from my Com- 
pany, you are more beholden to the Force of my Ill 
neſs, than the Strength of my Reſolution, which 1s al- 
ways too weak to encounter the Paſſion of, 


MAD AM, 
: Y, our moſt ſincere and humble Servant. 


POO ET OTOTnT. 


Madam, | o_ 


Mm IS a fad Misfortrne to begin a Letter with an 
'& Atieu; but when my Love 1s croſfs'd, *tis no 
Wonder that my Writing ſhould be revers'd. I would 
beg your Pardon for the other Offences of this Na- 
ture which I have committed, but that 1 have fo lit- 
tle Reaſon to judze favourably of your Mercy; tho" 
I can aſlure you, Madam, thas 1 thail never excuſe 
myſclf my own Share of the 'Irouble, no more than 
] can parlon myſelf the Vanity of attempting ' your 
Charms, ſo much above the Reach of my Preteriions, 
and which are reſerv'd for ſome more worthy Admirer. 
| D 4 It 
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If there be that Man upon Earth that can merit your 
_ Efteem, I pity him; for an Obligation too great tor a 
Return, mult to any generous ovul be very uneaſy, 
tho? fill 1 envy-his Miſery. 

= - May you be as happy, Madam, in the Enjoyment 
. of roecfs we 2h as I am miſerable in the Diſappoint- 
ment. of mine ; and as the greateſt Blefſing of your 
Life, may the Perſon you admire love you as ſin- 
cerely and as paſlionately, as he whom you ſcorn, 
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In a LETTER to a Friend. 


IT H Submiſſion, Sir, my Performance in 

the Praftical Part of Poetry, is no ſufficient. 

Warrant for your preſſing me in the Specu- 

lative: I have no Foundation for a Legif/atcr ; and 
the two or three little Plays I have written, are caſt 
careleſly into the World, without any Bulk of Pre-- 
Face, becauſe I was not ſo learned in the Laws, as to 
move in Defence of a bad Cauſe; why then ſhould 
a Compliment go farther with me, than my own 
Ds Interelit ? 


——— 
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_ Intereft? Don't mittake me, Sir, here iz nothir 
that could make for my Advantage in either Preface 
or Dedication; no Speculative Curiofities nor Critical 
Remarks, only ſome preſent Sentiments which Hazard, 
Not Study, brings into my Head, without any preli- 
minary Method or Cogitation. Er WE 
Among the many Difadvantages attending Poe- 
try, none ſeems to bear a greater Weight, than that ſo 
many ſet up for Judges, when ſo very few under- 
fiand a Tittle of the Matter. Moſt of our other Arts 
and Sciences bear an awful Diſlance in their ProſpeR, 
. or with a bold and glittering Varniſh dazzle the Eyes 
of the weak-fighted Vulgar : The Divine ſtands wrapt 
up in his Cloud of Mytſteries, and the amus'd Laze!y 
muſt pay Tithes and Veneration to be kept in Ob- 
ſcurity, grounding their Hopes of future Knowledge, 
on a competent Stock of preſent Ignorance ; (in the 
greater Part of the Chriſtian World this is plain.) 
With what Defererce and Reſignation does the, bub- 
bled Client commit his Fees and Cauſe into the Clutches 
of the Law, where Aſſurance beards Juſtice by Pre- 
ſcription, and the wrong Side is never known to make 
its Patron bluſh. Phyfick and Logick are itrongly 
fortify*d by their impregnable Terms of Art, and the 
Mathimatician lies ſo cunningly intrench'd within 
his Lines and Circles, that none but thoſe of their 
Party dare peep into their puzzling Deſigns. 
_ Thus the Genezality of Mankind 1s held at a gazing 
Diſtance, whoſe Ignorance not preſuming perhaps to 
an open Applauſe, is yet fatisfy'd to pay a blind Ve-_ 
neration to the very Faults of what they don't un- 
derſtand, | = | 
Poetry alone, and chiefly the Drama, lies. open to 
the Inſults of all Pretenders; ſhe was one of Nature's 
eldeſt Offsprings, whence by her Birthright, and plain 
Simplicity, ſhe pleads a genuine Likeneſs to her Mo- 
ther ; born in the Innocence of Time, ſhe provided 
Not againſt the Afſaults of ſucceeding Ages ; and, de- 
pending altogether on the generous End of her In- 
vention, negleGed thoſe ſecret Supports and ſerpen- 
| Ft | ting 
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tine Devices us'd by other Arts, that wind themſelves 
into Praftice for more ſubtle and politick Pefigns : 
Naked ſhe came into the World, and ?tis to be fear'd, 
like its Frofeſſors, will go naked oat. | 

"Tis a wonderful thing, that moſt Men ſeem to have 
a great Veneration for Poetry, yet will hardly allow 
a favourable Word to any Piece of it that they meet ; 
like your Y7rtu/o's in Friendſhip, that are fo raviſh'd 
with the notional Nicety of the Virtue, that they 
can find no. Perſon: worth their intimate Acquaintance. 
The Favour of being whipt at School for Marte7s 
Eprgrams, or Ovid's Epiſtles, is ſufficient Privilege for 
turning Pedagogue, and laſhing all their Succeſſors ; 
and it would ſeem, by the Fury of their Correction, 
that the Ends of the Rod were {till in their Buttocks, 
The Scholar calls upon vs for Decerums and Occonomy ; 
the Courtier cries out for Wit, and Purity of Stile ; 
the Citizen for Humour and Ridicule ; the Divines 
threaten us for Immodeſty ; and the Ladies will have 
an Intrigue. Now here are a Multitude of Criticks, 
whereof the twentieth Perſon only has read Qu Ge- 
rus, and yet every one 1s a Critick after his own way ; 
that is, ſuch a Play is beſt, becauſe I like it. A very 
familiar Argument, methinks, to prove the Excel- 
lence of a Play, and to which an Author wou'd be 
very unwilling to appeal for his Succeſs ! Yet ſuch is_ 
the unfortunate: State of Dramatick Poetry, that it 
muſt ſabmit to ſuch Judgments ; and by the Cenſure 
or Approbation of ſech Variety, it mult either ſtand 
or fa!l. But what Salvo, what Redreſs for this In- 
convenience ? Why, without all Diſpute, an Author 
muit endeavour to pleaſure'that Part of the Audience, 
who can lay the beſt Claim to a judicious and impar- 
tial Reflexion. But before: he begins, let him well 
conficer to. what Diviſion that Claim does moſt pro- 
perly belong. The Scholar will be very angry at me 
for making that the Subje& of a Queſtion, whichis 
ſelf-evident without any Diſpute ; for, ſays he, who 
can pretend to underſtand Poetry better than we, who 
have read. Homer, Virgil, Horace, Ovid, &c. at the 
"> D'6 ___ Univer- 
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Univerſity ? What Knowledge can out-(trip ours that 
is founded upon the Criticiſms of Ari/totle, Scaliger, 
Voſſius, and the like? We are the better fort, and 
therefore may claim this as a due Compliment to 
our Learning ; and-if a Poet can plcaſe us, who are 
_ the nice and ſevere Criticks, he cannot fail to bring 
In the reft of an inferior Rank. COLNE | 

I ſhould be very proud to own Veneration for 
Learning, and to acknowledge any Compliment due 
to the better ſort upon that Foundation ;3 but I am 
afraid the Learning of the better ſort is not confin'd 
to College Studies ; for there is ſuch a thing as Rea- 
ſon without Syllogiſm, Knowledge without Arifetle, 

and Languages beſides Greek and Latin: We ſhall 
likewiſe find in the Court and City ſeveral Degrees, 
ſuperior to thoſe at Commencement. From all 
which I muſt beg the Scholar's Pardon, for not pay- 
ing him the Compliment of the better ſort, (as he 
calls it ;) and in the next Place enquire into the Va- 
lidity of his Title from his Knowledge of Critici/, 
and the Courſe of his Studies. | | 

I muſt firſt beg one Favour of the Graduate—— 

Sir, here is a Pit full of Covent-Garden Gentlemen, 
a Gallery full of Cits, a hundred Ladies of Court- 
Education, and about two hundred Footmen of 
nice Morality, who having been unmercifully teaz'd 
with a Parcel of fooliſh, impertinent, irregular Plays 
all this laſt Winter, make it their humble Requett, 
that you wou'd oblige them with a Comedy of your 
own making, which they don't queſtion will give 
them Entertainment. O, Sir, replies the Square- 
Cap, I have long commilerated the Condition of the 
Engliſh Audience, that has been forc'd to take up 
with ſuch wretched Stuff, as lately has crowded the 
Stage; your Jubilees and your Foppingtons, and ſuch 
zrregular Impertinence, that no Man of Senſe cou'd 
bear the Peruſal of *em. TI have long intended, out 
_ of pure Pity to the Stage, to write a perfe@ Piece of 

this Nature; and now, ſince I am honour'd by the 


Commands 
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Commands of ſo' many, my Intentions ſhall imme- 
diately be put in PraQtice. | | 

So to work he goes; old Ariftotle, Scaliger, with 
their Commentators, are lugg'd down from the high 
Shelf, and the Moths are diſlodg'd from their Tene- 
ment of Years; Horace, Voffius, ' Hienſius, Hedelin, 
Rapin, with ſome half a dozen more, are thumb'd 
and tolſs'd about, to teach the Gentlemen, forſooth, 
to write a Comedy; and here 1s he furniſt'd with 
Unity of Aion, Continuity of Aion, Extent of Time, 
Preparation, of Incidents, Epiſodes, Narrations, Deli- 
berations, Didaficks, Patheticks, Monologues, Figures, 
' Intervals, Cataſftrophes, Choruss, Scenes, Machines, 
Decorations, &c, a Stock ſufficient to ſet up an 
Mountebank in Chriftendom : And if our new Author 
would take an Opportunity of reading a LeQure up- 
on the Play in theſe Terms, by the Help of a Zany 
and a ſointſtool, his Scenes might go off as well as 
the DoRor's Packets; but the Misfortune of it 1s, he 
ſcorns all Application to the Vulgar, and will pleaſe 
the better Sort, as he calls his own. Purſuant there- 
fore to his Philoſophical DiQates, he firſt chooſes a 
ſingle Plot, becauſe moſt agreeable to the 0 eras 
of Criticiſm; no matter whether it affords Buſineſs 
enough for Diverſion or Surprize. He would not for 
the World introduce a Song or Dance, becauſe his 
Play muſt be one entire Action, We muſt expe&t no 
Variety of Incidents, becauſe the ExaCtneſs of his three 
Hours won't give him 'T'ime for their Preparation. - 
'The Unity of Place admits no Variety of Paintin 
and ProſpeQ, by which Miſchance perhaps we ſhall 
loſe the only good Scenes in the Play, But no mat- 
ter for that; this Play is a regular Play ; this Play has 
been examin'd and approv'd by ſuch and ſuch Gentle- 
men, who are ſtaunch Criticks, and Maſters of Art; 
and this Play I wil! have ated. Look'e, Mr. Rich, 
you may venture to lay out a hundred and fifty Pound 
for drefling this Play, for it was written by a great 
Scholar, and Fellow of a College. 


Then 
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Then a grave dogmatical Prologue is ſpoken, to 
inſtru the Audience what ſhould pleaſe them ; that 
this Play has a new and different Cut from the Farce 
they ſee every Day; that this Author writes after 
the Manner of the Ancients, and here 1s a Piece ac- 
cording to the Model of the 4thenian Drama. Very 
well! This goes of Hum, Drum, /o, /o. Then the 
Players go to work on a Piece of hard knotty Stuff, 
where they can no more ſhew their Art, than a Car- 
Ppenter can upon a Piece of Steel. Here 1s the Lamp 
and the Scholar in every Line, but not a Syllable of 
the Poet ; here 1s elaborate Language, ſounding Epi- 
thets, Flights of Words that ſtrike the Clouds, whilt 
the poor Senſe lags after, like the Lanthorn 1n the 
Tail of a Kite, which appears only like a Star, while 
the Breadth of the Player's Lungs has Strength to bear 
It up in the Air. | | 

But the Audience, willing perhaps to diſcover his 
ancient Model, and the Athenian Drama, are atten- 
tive to the firſt Act or two; but not finding a true 
Genius of Poetry, nor the natural Air of free Con- 
verſation, without any Regard to his Regularity, 
they betake themſelves to other Work ; not meeting 
the Diverſion they expeed on the Stage, they ſhiit 
| for themſelves in the Pit; every one turns about to 
his Neighbour in a Maſk, and for default of Enter- 
tainment now, they ftrice up for more diverting 
Scenes when the Play is done: And tho? tie Play be 
_ regular as 4ri/lotle, and modeſt as Mr. Collizr cou'd 
wiſh, yet it promotes more Lewdneſs in the Conſe- 
quence, and procures more effetually for Intrigue, 
than any Rover, Liberiine, or Old Batchelor whatſo- 
ever. At laſt comes the Fp:/ogue, which pleates the 
Audience very well, becaule it ſends them away, and 
terminates the Fate of the Poet ; the Patentees rail at 
him, the Players curſe him, the Town damns him, 
and he may bury his Copy im Paul's, for not a Book- 
ſeller about it will pat 1t in Print. 


This 
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This familiar Account, Sir, I would not have you 
charge to my Invention, for there are Precedents ſuf- 
ficient in the World to warrant it in every Particular : 
The Town has been often diſappointed in thoſe Criti- 
cal Plays, and ſome Gentlemen, that have been admir'd 
in their ſpeculative Remarks, have been ridicul'd\ in 
the Practick. All the Authorities, all the Rules of 
Antiquity have prov'd too weak to ſupport the Thea- 
; tre, Whillt others, who have diſpens'd with the Cri- 
ticks, and taken. a Latitude in the Occonomy of their 
Plays, have been the chief Supporters of the Stage, 
and the Ornament of the Drama.” This is fo viſibly 
true, that I need bring in no Inſtances to enforce it ; 
but you ſay, Sir, *tis a Prado that has often puzzled 
your Underſtanding, and you lay your Commands 
upon me to ſolve it, if I can. | 2 . 

Look'e, Sir, to add a Value to my Complaiſance to 
you, I muſt tell you in the firſt Place, that I run as 
great a Hazard in nibbling at this Paradox of Poetry, 
as Luther did by touching Tran/ubfantiation; tis a 
MyRery that the World has ſweetly ſlept in fo long, 
that they take it very ill to be waken'd; eſpecially 
being dilturb'd of their Reſt, when there is no Bukſi- 
neſs to be done. But I think that Bellarmine was 
once as Orthodox as Ariſtotle; and fince the German 
Door has made a ſhift to hew down the Cardinal, 
I will have a tug with z/e d/xit, tho' I die for't, 

But in the firſt Place I muſt beg you, Sir, to lay 
ade your ſuperſtitious Veneration for Antiquity, and 
the uſual Expreſſions on that Score ; that the preſent 
Age 1s 1lliterate, or their Taſte is vitiated ; that we 
liv: in the Decay of Time, and the Dotage of the 
World is fall'n to our Share "Tis a Miſtake, - 


Sir; the World was never more attive or youthful, 
and true downright Senſe was never more univerſal 
than at this very Day; *tis neither confin'd to one 
Nation in the World, nor to one Party of a City ; *tis 
remarkable in England, as well as France, and good 
prouine Reaſon is nouriſh'd as well by the Cold of 
wedeland, as by the Warmth of Tay; *tis neither 


abdis 
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abdicated the Court with the late Reigns, nor expell'd 
the City with the Play-houf Bills; you may find it 
in the Grand Fury at Hick's Hall, and upon the 
Bench ſometimes among the Juſtices; then why 
ſhould we be hamper'd ſo in our Opinions, as if 
all the Ruins of Antiquity lay ſo heartily on the 
Bones of us, that we cou'd not ftir Hand and Foot : 
_ No, no, Sir, 7þ/e dixit is remov'd long ago, and all 
the Rubbiſh of old Philoſophy, that in a Manner, bu- 
ry'd the Judgment of Mankind for many Centuries, 
15 now carry'd off; the vaſt Tomes of Arifozle and 
his Commentators are all taken to pieces, and their 
Infallibility 1s loſt with all Perſons of a free and un- 
prejudic'd Reaſon, : £+ 
Then above all Men living, why ſhould the Poets 
be hoodwink'd at this rate, and by what Authority 
ſhould Ari/totle's Rules of Poetry ſtand fo fix'd and 
immutable ? Why, by the Authority of two thouſand 
Years ſtanding, becauſe thro? this long Revolution of 

Time the World has ftill continu'd be ſame——PÞPy 
the. Authority of their being receiv'd at Arhens, a 
City the very ſame with London in every Particular, 
their Habits the ſame, their Humours alike, their 
publick Tranſactions and private Societies Alamoge de 
France; in ſhort, ſo very much the ſame in every 
Circumſtance, that Ariforle's Criticiſms may give 
Rules to Drury-Lane, the Areopagus give Judgment 
upon a Caſe in the King's Bench, and old So/en ſhall 
give Laws to the Hove of Commons. 

But to examine this Matter a little further : All 
Arts and Profeffions are compounded of: theſe two 
Parts, a ſpeculative Knowledge, and a praQtical Ule; 
and from an Excellence in both theſe, any Perſon 13 
| rais'd to Eminence and Authority in his Calling. The 
Lawyer has his Years of Stucent in the ſpeculative 
Part of his Buſineſs; and, when promoted to the 
Bar he falls upon the PraQtick, which is the Trial of 
his Ability. Without a!l Diſpute the great Coke had 
many a Tug at the Bar, before he could raiſe himſelf 

to the Bench; and had made ſufficiently _—_— his 

| nOW-= 
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Knowledge of the Laws in his Pleadings, before he 
was admitted to the Authority of giving Judgment 
upon the Caſe. | PIT 

The Phyſician, to gain Credit to his Preſcriptions, 
muſt labour for a Reputation in the Cure of ſuch and 
ſuch Diſtempers ; and before he ſets up for a Galen or 
Hippocrates, muſt make many Experiments upon his - 
Patients. Philoſophy itſelf, which 1s a Science the 
moſt abitra&t from PraQice, has its publick AQs and 
Diſputations ; it is rais'd gradually, and its Profeſſor 
commences Door by degrees; he has the labour 
of maintaining The/es, methodizing his Arguments, 
and clearing Objedions; his Memory and Under- 
ſtanding is often puzzled by Oppoſitions couch'd in_ 
Fallacies and Sophiſms, in ſolving all which he muſt 
make himſelf remarkable, before he pretends to im- 
poſe his own Syſtems upon the World. Now if the 
Caſe be thus in Philo/ophy, or in any Branch there- 
of, as in Ethicks, Phyficks, which are call'd Sciences, 
what muſt be done in Poetry, that is denominated 
an Art, and conſequently implies a PraQtice in its 
PerfeCQtion ? LE 

Is it reaſonable, that any Perſon that has never 
writ a Diſtich of Verſes in his Life, ſhould ſet up for 
a Difator in Poetry ; and without the leaft Practice 
in his own Performance, muſt give Laws and Rules 
to that of others? Upon what Foundation is Poetry 
made ſo very cheap and fo eaſy a Taſk by theſe Gen- 
_ temen? An excellent Poet is the fingle ProduQtion 

of an Ape, when we have Crowds of Philoſophers, 
Phyſicians, Lawyers, Divines, every Day, and all 
of them competently famous in their Callings. In 
the two learned Commonwealths of Rome and Athens, 
there was but one Yirgil and one Homer, yet have we 
above a hundred Philoſophers in each, and moſt part 
of *em, forſooth, muſt have a touch at Poetry, draw- 
ing it into Diviſions, Subdiviſions, &c. when the Wit 


of *cm_ all ſet together would not amount to one of 
Martials Epigrams, === 


Of 
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Of all theſe I ſhall mention only Ari/orle, the firſt 
and great Lawygiver in this Reſpe&, and upon whom 
all that follow'd him are only Commentators. Among 
all the vaſt Tracts of this voluminous Author, we 
don't find any Fragment of an Epick Poem, or the 
leaſt Scene of a Play, to authorize his Skill and Ex- 
cellence in that Art. Let it not be alledg'd, that 
for aught we know he was an excellent Poet, but 
his more ſerious Studies would not let him enter upon 
Aﬀairs of this Nature; for every body knows that 
Ariſtotle was no Cynick, bur liv*d in the Splendor 21.4 
Air of the Court; that he lov'd Riches as much as 
_ Others of that Station, and being ſuliciently aCy uzinted 
with his Pupil's AﬀeCQtion to Poetry, and his Complaint 
that he wanted an Homer to aggrandize. his Actions, 
| he would never have ſlipt ſuch an Opportunity of fur- 
ther ingratiating himſelf in the King's Favour, had he 
betn conſcious of any Abilities in himſelf for ſuch an 
Undertaking ; and having a more noble and copious 
Theme in the Explojts of Alexander, than what in- 
- weſo the blind Bard in his Hero Achilles, If his 
piſtles to Alexander were always anſwer'd with a con- 
 fiderable Preſent, what might we have expeRted from 
a Work like Homer's upon ſo-great a Subje&, dedi- 
cated to ſo mighty a Prince, whoſe greateſt Fault was 
his vain Glory, and that he took ſuch Pains to be dei- 

fy'd among Men ? | oy 
It may be objeRted, that all the Works of Ar:/to- 
te are not recover'd; and among thoſe that are lot, 
ſome Effays of this kind might have perillfd. This 
Suppalition is too weakly founded ; for altho” the 
Works themſelves might have *ſcap'd us, *tis more 
than probable that ſome Hint or other, either in the 
L fe of the Conqueror, or Philoſopher, might appear, 
to convince us of ſuch a Produttion : Betides, as 'tis 
believ'd he writ Philo/ophy, becauſe we have his 
Books ; ſo 1 dare ſfwezr he writ no Poerry, becauſe 
none is extant, nor any Mention made thereof that 
_ ever I could hear of, | Pat 
EF a 
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But ſftay—— Without any further Enquiry into the 
Poetry of Ariftotle, his Ability that Way is ſufficient- | 
ly 2pparent' by that excellent Piece he has left behind 
him upon that SubjeRt By your Favour, Sir, this 
is Petztis Princifpii, or in plain Engliſh, give me the 
Sword m my own Hand, and I'll fight with you —— 
Have but a little Patience till I make a Flouriſh or two, 
and then, if you are pleas'd to demand it, P11 grant you 
that and every 'Thing elſe. | | 
How eaſy were it for me to take one of DoQtor 
Tillotfor's Sermons, and out of the Ozconemy of one 
of thoſe Diſtourſes, trump you up a P2mphlet, and 
call it, The Art of Preaching? In the firft Place 1 
muſt take-a Text, and here I maſt be very learn'd up- 
on the Etymology of this Word Text; then this Text. 
muſt be divided into fuch and fuch Partitions, which 
Partitions muft have their hard. Names and Deriwa- 
tions; then theſe muſt be ſpum into Sabdivifons, and 
theſe batk'd by Proofs of Scripture, Rariooinatio Ora 
toris, Ornaments Figarnrum Rhetoticaram, and Aw 
thoritas Patrum Fcclefiz, with ſome Rules and Direc- 
tions how theſe ought to be manag'd and apply'd : 
And cloſing up this difficult Pedantry with the Dimenſion 
of Time for ſuch an Occaſion, you will pay me the 
pep, woos of ah excellent Preacher, and affirm, that 
any Sermon whatſoever, either by a Pre/byrer at Ge- 
neva, or Feſuit in Spain, that deviates from theſe 
Rules, deferves to be hifs'd, and the Prieſt kick'd out 
of his Pulpit. I muſt doubt your Complaiſance'in this 
Point, Sir ; for you know the Forms of Eloqnence are 
divers, and ought to be ſuited to the different Humour 
and Capacities of an Audience. You are ſenſible, Sir, 
that the fiery cholerick Humour of one Nation muſt 
be entertain'd and mov'd by other Means, than the 
heavy flegmatick Complexion of another ; and I have 
obſerv'd in my little Travels, that a Sermon of three 
Quarters of an Hour, that might pleaſe the Congrega- 
tion at St. James's, would never ſatisfy the Meeting- 
houſe in the City, where People expe&t more for their 
th Money 3 
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Money ; and having more Temptations of Roguery, 

muſt have a larger Portion of InſtruQion, 
Be pleas'd to hear another Inſtance of a different 


Kind, tho? to the fame Purpoſe : I go down to Wool. 


avich, and there upon a Piece of Paper I take the Di- 


 menſion of the Reyal Sovereign, and from hence [I 


frame a Model of a Man of War: I divide the Ship in- 
to three principal Parts, the- Kze/, the Hull, and the 
Rigging ; I ſubdivide theſe into their proper Denomi- 
nations, and, by the Help of a Sailor, give you all the 
Terms belonging to every Rope, and every Office in 
the whole Ship ; will you from hence infer, that I am 


an excellent Shipwright, and that this Model 1s proper 


for a Trading Funk upon the Yoga, or a Venetian Gal- 
ley in the Adriatick Sea ? 

But you'll obje&, perhaps, that this is no parallel 
Caſe, becauſe that Ari/totle's Ars Poetica was never 
drawn from ſuch {light Obſervations, but was the 

ure Effe& of his immenſe Reaſon, through a nice 
— > 5g into the very Bottom and Foundation of 
Nature, | 


To this I anfwer, That Verity is eternal, as that 


the Truth of two and two making four was as certain 


in the Days of Adam as it is now; and that, accord- 
ing to his own Poſition, Nature 'is the ſame apud om- 
nes Gentes, Now if his Rules of Poetry were drawn 
from certain and immutable Principles, and fix*d on 
the Bafis of Nature, why ſhould not his Ars Poetica be 
as efficacious now, as it was two thouſand Years ago? 
And why ſhould not a ſingle Plot, with perfe& Unity of 
Time and Place, do as well at Lincol:'s-1nn- Fields, as 


| at the Play-houſe in Athens? No, no, Sir, I am to 


believe that the Philoſopher took no ſuch Pains in 
Poetry as you imagine ; the Greek was his Mother 
Tongue, and Homer was read with as much Venera- 


tion among the 'School-Boys, as we learn our Cate- 


chiſm : Then where was the great Buſineſs for a Perſon, 
ſo expert in Mood and Figure as Ari/ftotle was, to range 
into ſome Order a Parcel of Terms of Art, drawn from 
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his Obſervations upon the 7/ags, and to call theſe the 
Model of an Epick Poem ? Here, Sir, you may ima- 

ine that I am caught, and have all this while been 
Caniok a 'Thread to ſtrangle myſelf : One of my main 
Obje&tions againſt Arifforle's Criticiſms, is drawn from 
his Non-performance in Poetry ; and now I affirm, that 
his Rules are extrated from the greateſt Poet that ever 
lived, which gives the atmoſt Validity to the Precept, 
and that'13 all we contend for. 7 Sy 
+ Look'e, Sir, I lay it down only for a Sappoſition, 
that Ariftotle's Rules for an Epick Poem were extracted 
from Homer's 1liads, and if a Suppoſition has weigh'd 
me down, I have two or three more of an equal Ba- 
lance to turn the Scale,  _ af? 3h ary c-oeto pros 
The great Eſteem of Alexander the Great for the 
Works of. old Homer, is ſufficiently teſtify'd by Anti- 
quity, inſomuch' that he always ſlept with the lads 
under his Pillow : Of this the Stag prick to be fure was 
not ignorant; and what more proper Way of making 
his Court could a Man of Letters deviſe, than by ſay- 
ing ſomething in Commendation of the King's Favou- 
rite? A Copy of Commendatory Verſes was too 
mean, and perhaps out of the Element ; then ſomething 
he would do in his own Way, a Book muſt be made 
of the Art of Poetry, wherein Homer is prov'd a Poet 
by Mood and Figure, and his PerfeQion tranſmitted to 
Poſterity : And if Prince Arthur had been in the Place 
of the lads, we ſhould have had other Rules for 
Epick Poetry; and Door B re had carry'd the Bays 
from Homer, in Spight of all the Criticks in Chriften- 
dom. . But whether Ari/orle writ thoſe Rules to com- 
pliment his Pupil, whether he would made a Stoop 
at Poetry, to ſhew that there was no Knowledge beyond 
the Flight of his Genius, there is no Reaſon to allow, 
that Homer compil'd his Heroick Poem by thoſe very 
Rules which Ari/forle has laid down : For, granting 
that Ariforle might pick ſuch and ſuch Obſervations 
from this Piece, they might be mere Accidents reſulting 
 Caſually from the Compoſition of the Work, and not 


any 
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any of the eſflential Principles of the Poem. How 
uſual is it for Criticks to find out Faults, and create 
Beauties, which the Authors never intend for ſuch; 
and how frequently do we find Authors run down in 
' thoſe very Parts, which they deſign for the greateſt 
Ornament? How natural 4s it for aſpiring, ambitious 
School-men to attempt Matters of the higheſt Reach; 
the wonderful Creation of the World (which nothing 
but the Almighty Power that order'd it can deſcribe) 
is brought into Mood and Figure by the Arrogance of 
- Philoſophy. But till I can believe that the Vertigos of 
Cartefius, or the Atoms of Epicurus can determine the 
Almighty Far, they muſt give me Leave to queſtion 

the Infallibility of their Rules in reſpe&t of Poetry. 
Had Homer himſelf, by the iſame Inſpiration that 
he writ his Poem, left us any Rules for ſuch a Per- 
formance, all the World muſt have own'd it for au- 
thentick. But he was too much a Poet to give Rules 
to that, whoſe Excellence he knew conſiſted in a free 
_ and unlimited Flight of Imagination ; and to deſcribe 
_ the Spirit of Poetry, which alone, in the True Art of Poe- 
try, he knew to be. as impoilible, as for Human Reaſon 

to teach the Gift of Prophecy by a Definition. 

Neither is 4riZetle to be allow'd any further Know- 
ledge in Dramatick, than in Epiek Poetry: Euripides, 
whom he ſeems to compliment by Rules adapted to 
the Modes of his Plays, was either his Contemporary, 
or liv'd but a little before him ; he was not inſenſible 
how much this Author was the Darling of the City, 
as appear'd by the prodigious Expence diſburs'd by 
the Publick for the Ornament. of his Plays; and 'rs 
probable, he might take this Opportunity of improv- 
ing his Intereſt with .the - People, indulging. their In- 
_clination by refining upon the Beauty of what they 
admir'd. .\:d beſides all this,. the Severity of Dra- 
matick Rage was fo freſh in his Memory, in the hard 
Oſage that his Brother $:phccles not lang. before met 
with upon the Stage, that.it was convenient to humour 
the reigning Wit, leit.a ſecond Ariſtephane; ſhould 
| take 
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take him to taſk with as little Mercy, as poor Socrates 
found at the Hands of the firſt. | 

I have talk'd ſo long to lay a Foundation for theſe 
following Concluſions : Ari/totle was no Poet, and 
conſequently not capable of giving Inſtruftions in the 
Art oft Poetry; his 4rs Pozzica are only ſome Obſer- 
vations drawn from the Works of Homer and Euripides, 
which may be mere Accidents reſulting caſually from 


the Compoſitions of the Works, and not any of the 


eſſential Principles on which they are compild. That 
without giving himſelf the Trouble for ſearching into 
the Nature of Poetry, , he has only complimented 
' the Heroes of Wit and Valour of his Age; by joining 
with them in their, Approbation ; with this Difference, 
that their Applauſe was plain, and his more Schola- 
ſtick. Fn, 
But to leave theſe only as Suppoſitions to be re- 
Iiſh'd by every Man at his Pleaſure, I ſhall without 
complimenting any Author, either Ancient or Mo- 
dern, inquire into the -firit Invention of 'Comedy ; 
what were the true Deſigns and honeſt Intentions of that 
Art; and from a Knowledge of the Er, ſeek out the 
Means, without one Quotation of 4r:/forle, or Authori- 

ty of Euripzdes. | | 
In all ProduRions, either Divine or Human, the 
final Cauſe is the firft Mover, becauſe the End or In- 
tention of any rational Action muſt firſt be conſider'd, 
before the material or efficient Cauſes are put in Exe- 
cution, Now to determine the final Cauſe of Co- 
medy, we muſt run back beyond the material and for- 
mal Apents, and take it in its very Infancy, or rather 
in the very firſt Act of its Generation, when its pri- 
mary Parent, by propoſing ſuch or ſuch an End of his 
Labour, laid down the'firſt Sketches or Shadows of the 
Piece. Now as all Arts and Sciences have their firſt 
Riſe from a-final Caufe, fo 'tis certain that they have 
grown from very ſinall Beginnings, and that the Cur- 
rent of Time has ſwell'd them to ſuch a Bulk, that no 
Body can find the Fountain, by any Proportion be- 
tween the Head and the Body ; this with the Corrup- 
| tion 
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tion of Time, which has debauch'd things from their 
primitive Innocence to ſelfiſh Deſigns and Purpoſes, 

_ render it difficult to find the Origin of any Offspring fo 


very unlike its Parent. 


This is not only the Caſe of Comedy, as it ſtands 


at preſent, but the Condition alſo of the ancient 
Theatres ; when great Men made Shews of this Na- 
ture a riſing Step to their Ambition, mixing many 
lewd and. laſcivious Repreſentations to gain the Fa- 


' vour of the Populace, to whoſe Taſte and Entertain- 


ment the Plays were chiefly adapted. We muſt there- 
fore go higher than either Ar;/ophanes or Menanaer, 
to diſcover Comedy in its primitive Inſtitution, if we 
wou'd draw any moral Deſign of its Invention to war- 
rant and authorize its Continuance, © _. 

I have already mention'd the Difhculty of diſco- 


vering the Invention of any Art, in the different Fi- 


gure it makes by Succeſſion of Improvements ; but 
there is ſomething in. the Nature of Comedy, even in 
its preſent Circumſtances, . that bears ſo great a Reſem- 
blance to the Philoſophical Mytholog y of the Ancients, 
that old #Z/op muſt wear the Bays as the firit and ori- 


_ ginal Author; and: whatever Alterations or Improve- 
ments farther Application may have ſubjoin'd, his 


Fables gave the firſt Riſe and Occaſion. 
Comedy is no more at preſent. than a well-fram'd 
Tale handſomely told, as an agreeable Vehicle for Counſel 
or Reproof. This is all we can ſay for the Credit of 
its Inſtitution, and is the Streſs of its Charter for Liber- 
ty and Toleration. Then where ſhou'd we ſeek fora 
Foundation, but in Z/ep's ſymbolical Way of moraliz- 
ing upon Tales and Fables, with this Difference, That 
his Stories were ſhorter than ours ? He had his Ty- 
rant Lyon, his Stateſman Fox, his Beau Magpy, his 
Coward Hare, his Bravo Aſs, and his Buffoon 4, 
with all the Characters that crowd aur Stages every 
Day; with this DiſtinQion nevertheleſs, That Z/ 
made his Beaſt ſpeak good Grce4, and our Heroes 
ſometimes can't talk Engli/þ, | | 


But 


Form, we muſt in our own Defence ſtick to the 
End and Intention of his Fables, Utile Dulci was 
his Motto, and muſt be our Buſineſs; we have no 
other Defence againſt the Preſentment of the Grand 
Fury, and for aught I know it might prove a good 
Means to mollify the Rigour of that Perſecution, to 
inform the Inquiſitors, that the great £/op was the 
firſt Inventor of theſe poor Comedies that they are 
proſecuting with ſo much Eagerneſs and Fury ; that 
the firſt Laureat was as juſt, as prudent, as pious, as 
reforming, and as ugly as any of themſelves. And 
_ that the Beaſts which are lugg'd upon the Stage by the 

Horn are not caught in the City, as they ſuppoſe, but 
brought out of Z/ep's own Foreſt. Weſhou'd inform 
them, beſides, that thoſe very "Tales and Fables which 
they apprehend as Obſtacles to Reformation, were the 


main Inſtruments and Machines us'd by the wiſe Z/op 
for its Is 6 a8 ; and as he would improve Men by 


the Policy of Bealts, ſo we endeavour to reform Brutes 
with the Examples of Men. Fondlewife and his young 
Spouſe are no more than the ZFag/e and Cockle; he 
wanted Teeth to break the Shell himſelf, ſo ſomebody 
elſe run away with the Meat——The Fox in the 
Play, is the ſame with the Fox in the Fable, who 
ſufPd his Guts fo full, that he cou'd not get out at the 
ſame Hole he came in ; fo both Reynards being Delin- 
quents alike, come to be truſs'd up together. Here are 
Precepts, Admonitions, and Salutary [rnuendo's for the 
ordering our Lives and Converſations, couch'd in theſe 


Allegories and Alluyfions, "The Wiſdom of the Ancients 


was wrapt up in Veils and Figures ; the ZZ yptian 
Hrieroglyphicks, and the Hiſtory of the Heathen Gods 
are nothing elſe; but if theſe Pagan Authorities give 
Offence to their ſcrupulous Conſciences, let them but 
conſult the Tales and Parables of our Saviour in Holy 
| Writ, and they may find this Way of InftruQon to be 
much more Chriſtian than they imagine : Nathar's 


Fable of the poor Man's Lamb had more Influence on | 


Vor. A | the 
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| But whatever Difference Time has profuc'd in the 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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the Conſcience of Dawid, than any Force of downright 
Admonition. So that by ance:t Praftice and mo- 
dern Example, by the Authority of Pagans, Jews, and 
Chriffians, the World 1s furniſh'd with this fo ſure, fo 
pleaſant, anu expedient an Art, of ſchooling Mankind 
into better Manners. Now here is the primary Deſign 
of Comedy iliukrated from its firſt Inſtirution; and the 
ſame End is equally alledg*d for its daily Pra&tice and 
Continuance. Then without all Diſpute, whatever 
Means are moſt proper and expedient for compaſſing 
this End and Intention, they muſt be the 77/7 Rules of 
Comedy, and the irue Jr! of the Stage. | 
___ Ve muſt conſider then, in the firſt Place, that our 
Buſineſs lies not with a French or a Spaniſh Audience 
that our Deſign is not to hold forth to ancient Greece, 
nor to moralize upon the Vices and Defaults of the 
Roman Common-wealth : No, no; an Engliſh Flay is 
intended for the Uſe and Inſtruction of an Engl; Au- 
dience, a People not only ſeparated from the reſt of the 
World-by Situation, but different alſo from other Na- 
tions, as well in the Complexion and Temperament of 
the Natural Body, as in the Conſtitution of our Body 
Politick : As we are a Mixture of many Nations, ſo 
we have the mot unaccountable Medley of Humours 
among us of any People upon Earth; theſe Humours 
produce Variety of Follies, ſome of '*em unknown to 
former Ages; theſe new Diltempers muſt have new Re- 
medies, which are nothing but new Counſels and In- 
ſtructions. | | 
Now, Sir, if our Utzle, which is the End, be dif- 
ferent from the Ancients, pray Jet our Dulce, which 
is the Means, be ſo too ; for you know that to different 
Towns there are different Ways; or if you would have 
it more Scholaſtically, ad diwerſos fines non idem conducit 
medium; or Mathematically, One and the ſame Line 
' cannot terminate in two Centers. But waving this 
Manner of concluding by InduQtion, I ſhall you my 
Point a nearer Way, and draw it immediately from the 
fuſt Principle I ſet down : That wwe have the moſt unac- 
| | countable 
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cotntable Medley of Humeurs among us of any Nation up- 
61: Earth; and this is demonſtrable from common Ex- 
perience: We ſhall find a Hildarr in one Corner, znd 
a Meroſe in another ; nay, the Space of an Hour or tu 0 
{hall create ſuch Vicifſitudes of Temperin the ſame Per- 
ſon, that he can hardly be taken for the ſame Man. 
We ſhall have a Fellow beſtir his Stumps from Choce- 
late to Coffee- Hoyſe with all the Joy and Gaiety ima- 
ginable, tho' he wants a Shilling to pay for a Hack ; 
whilſt another, drawn about in a Coach and Six, is 
eaten up with the Spleen, and ſhall loll *, State, with 
as much Melancholy, Vexation, and Difcontent, as if 
he were making the Tour of Tyhurn. Then what Sort 
of a Dulce (which 1 take for the Fleafantry of the - 
Tale, or the Plot of the Play) muſt a Man make uſe 

of to engage the Attention of ſo many different Hu- 
mours and Inclinations ? Will a ſingle Plot ſatisfy every 

Body ? Will the Turns and Surprizes, that may reſult 
naturally from the ancient Limits of Time, be ſuffi- 
cient to rip open the Spleen of ſome, and phyſick the 
Melancholy of others, ſcrew up the Attention of a. 
Rover, and fix him to the Stage, in Spite of his vo- 
latile Temper, and the "Temptation of a Maſk ? 'T'o 
make the Moral inſtreuGive, you muſt make the Story 
diverting : The Splenetick Wit, the Beau Courtier, 
the heavy Citizen, the fine Lady, and her fine Foot- 
man, come all to be inffkruted, and therefore muſt a!l 
be diverted ; and he that can do this beſt, and with 
moſt Applauſe, writes the beſt Comedy, let him do it 

by what Rules he pleaſes, ſo they be not offenſive to 

Relipion and g00d Manners, 

But +4zc labor, hoc eps; how muſt this Secret of 
leafing ſo many different "Taſtes be diſcover'd ? Not 
y tumbling over Voiumes of the Ancients, but by 

ſtudying the Humour of the Moderns : The Rules of 

Erglip Comedy don't lie in the Compaſs of Arifo:le, 

or his Followers, but in the Pit, Box, and Galleries, 

And to examine into the Humour of an Englih Au- 

dience, let us ſee by what Means our 6wn Engli/h 

Poets have ſucceeded in this Point. 'T'o determine a 


E. 2 Suit 
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Suit at Law, we don't look into the Archives of Greece 
or Rome, but inſpet the Reports of our own Lawyers, 
and tne Ads and Statutes of our Parliaments ; and by 
the ſame Rule we have nothing to do with the Models 
of Menander or Plautus, but muſt conſult Shake/pear, 
TFehnſon, Fletcher, and others, who by Methods much 
_ different from the Ancients have ſupported the Englii/h 
Stage, and made themſelves famous to Poſterity. 
VVe thall find that theſe Gentlemen have fairly dif- 
 penſed with the greateſt Part of Critical Formalities 
the Decorums of Time and Place, ſo much cry'd up 
of late, had no Force of Decorum with them, the 
Oeconomy of their Plays was ad libitum, and the 
F.xtent of their Plots only limited by the Convenience 
of Aﬀtion. I would willingly underſtand the Regu- 
Jarities of Hamlet, Macbeth, Harry the Fourth, and of 
Fietcher's Plays; and yet theſe have long been the 
Darlings of the Erg/i/þ Audience, and are like to 
coritinue with the ſame Applauſe, in Defiance of all 
me Criticiſms that ever were publiſh'd in Gree# and 
JAtin, yk | | | 
But are thcre no Rules, no Decorums to be obſerv'd 
..in Comedy ? Muft we make the Condition of the 
Englifp Stage a State of Anarchy? No, Sir 
For there are Extreams in Irregularity, as dangerous to 
an Author, as too ſcrupulous a Deference to Criticiſm ; 
and as I have given you an Inſtance of one, fo I ſhall 
preſent you an Example of the other. 
There are a Sort of Gentlemen that have had the 
Jaunty Education of Dancing, French, and a Fiddle, 
who. coming to Age before they arrive at Years of 
_ Difcretion, make a Shift to ſpend a handſome Patri- 
mony of two or three Thouſand Pound, by ſoaking 
in the Tavern all Night, lolling a-bed all the Morn- 
ing, and ſauntering away all the Evening be*twen the 
two Play-houſes with their Hands in their rockets; 
you ſhall have a Gentleman of this Size, upon his 
Knowledge of Covent-Garden, and a Knack of witti- 
ciſing in his Cups, ſet up immediately for a Play- 
wright, But beſides the Gentleman's Wit and Expe- 
| : _  riency, 
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rience, here is another Motive : There are a Parcel 
of ſaucy impudent Fellows about the Play-houſe, called 
Door-keepers, that can't let a Gentleman ſee a Play. 
in Peace, without jogging, and nudging him every 


Minute. Sir, will you pleaſe to pay? Sir, the 
A's done, will you pleaſe to pay, Sir ? I have broke 
their Heads all round two or three 'Times, yet the Pup- 
pies will ſtill be troubleſome. Before gad, I'll be. 
plagued with *em no longer; PIl e'en write a Play 
myſelf ; by which Means, my CharaQter of Wit ſhall 
be eſtabliſh'd, I ſhall enjoy the Freedom of the Houſe, 
and to pin up the Baſket, pretty Miſs ſhall have 
the Profits of my third Night for her Maidenhead. 
Thus we ſee what a great bleſſing a Coming Garl ts 
to a Play-houſe : Here is a Poet ſprung from the 
"Tail of an AQreſs, like Minerva from Fupitcr's Head. 
But my Spark proceeds My own Intrigues are 
ſufficient to found the Plot, and the Devils in't, if [ 
can't make my CharaQter talk as wittily as thoſe in 
the Trip to the Fubilee——PBut ſtay what ſhall I 
call it firſt ? Let me ſee The Rival Theatres 
Very good, by gad, becauſe I reckon the two 
Houſes will have a Conteſt about this very Play 
Thus having found a Name for his Play, in the next 
Place he makes a Play to his Name, and thus he be- | 
gins : | 


9 Ss 8 | Scene Covent-Garden. Enter Portico, 
Piazza, and Turnſlile. 


Here you muſt note, that Porzico being a Ccm- 
pound of prattical Rake and ſpeculative Gentleman, is 
ten to one the Author's own CharaRer, and the lead- 
ing Card in the Pack P/2zza is his Miſtreſs, who 
lives in the Square, and is Daughter to old P:{lari/c, 
an odd out o'the-way C-ntleman, ſomething between 
the Characer of 4/-»2nder the Greats and x Tg vkich 
muſt pleaſe, becaule *tis new. 
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Turnſtile is Maid and Confident to Piazza, who, for 
a Bribe of ten Pieces, lets Portice in at the Back- 
door ; fo the firſt AR concludes. | Kg 
In the ſecond, enter Sp7goto/o, who was Butler per- 
haps to the Czar of Mufcowy, and Fofjetana his Wite. 
After theſe CharaQters are run dry, he brings you in at 
the third At ?hinewell and Charmarillis Dr a Scene 
_ of Love to pleaſe the Ladies, and fo he goes on without 
Fear or Wit till he comes to a Marriage or two, and 
then he writes Fang EH, | 
*T'is then whiſper'd among his Friends at W's 
ard Hifpolito's, that Mr, Such-a-one has writ a very 
pretty Comedy; and ſome of *em, to encourage the 
youny Author, equip him preſently with Prologue 
and £pilogue, Then the Play is ſent to Mr. Rich, or 
Mr. Betterton, in a fair legible Hand, with the Re- 
commendation of ſome Gentleman, that paſſes for a 
Man of Parts, and a Critick: In ſhort, the Gentle- 
man's Intereſt has the Play ated, and the Gentle- 
man's Intereſt makes a Preſent to pretty Mis 
ſhe's made his Whore, and the Stage his Cully, that 
for the Lofs of a Month in Rehearſing, and a Hun- 
dred Pound in dreſſing a confounded Play, muſt give 
the Liberty of the Houſe to him and his Friends for 
_ ever after, _ TR Us 
Now ſuch a Play may be written with all the Ex- 
aQneſs imaginable, in Reſpe of Unity in Time and 
_ Place ; but if you enquire its CharaQter of any Perfon, 
tho? of the meaneſt Underſtanding of the whole Au- 
dience, he will tell you ?tis intolerable Stuff ; and up- 
on your demanding his Reaſons, his Anſwer 1s, Z dew't 
like it. His Humour is the only Rule that he can judge 
a Comedy by, but you find that mere Nature is offend- 
ed with ſome Irregularities; and tho' he be not fo 
learn'd in the Drama, to give you an Inventory of the 
Faults, yet I can te}l you, that one Part of the Plot 
had no Dependence upon another, which made this 
ſimple Man drop his Attention and Concern for the 
Event ; and fo diſengaging his 'Thoughts from the Buſt- 
neſx of the Action, he ſat there very uneaſy, _—_ 
o 


—— 
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the Time very tedious, becauſe he had nothing to do. 
The Characters were ſo incoherent in themſelves, and 
 compos'd of ſuch AO of Abſurdities, that in his 
| Knowledge of Nature he could find no Original for 
ſuch a Copy ; and being thefefore unacquainted with 
any Folly they reprov'd, or any Virtue that they re- 
"commended, their Buſineſs was as flat and tireſome to 
him, as if the ARors had talk'd Arabick. | 
Now theſe are the material Irregularities of a Play, 
and theſe are the Faults which downright Mother- 
Senſe can cenſure and be offended at, as much as the 
moſt learn'd Critick in the Pit. And altho' the one 
cannot give me the Reaſons of his Approbation or 
Diſke, yet I will take tis Word for the Credit or 
Ditrepute of a Comedy, ſooner perhaps than the O- 
pinion of ſome Yirtwo/o's; for there are ſome. Gen- 
tlemen that have fortify'd their Spleen ſo impregna- 
bly with Criticiſm, and hold out .ſo ſtifly againſ{t- all 
Attacks of Pleaſantry, that the moſt powerful Efforts 
of Wit and Humour canaot make the leaſt Imprefit- 
on. What a Misfortune 1s it to theſe Gentlemen to 
be Natives of ſuch an ignorant ſelf-wild, imperti- 
nent Iſland, where let a Critick and a Scholar find 
never ſo many Irregularities in a Play, yet five hun- 
dred ſaucy People will give him the Lie to his Face, 
and come to ſee this wicked Play forty or fifty 'Times 
in a Year? But this Yox Populi is the Devil, tho”, in 
a Place of more Authority than Ari/fotle, it is call'd 
Vox Dei. Here is a Play with a Vengeance (fays a 
Critick) to bring the Tranſactions of a Year's Time in- 
to the Compaſs of three Hours, to carry the whols 
| Audience with him from one Kingdom to another, 
by the changing of a Scene, Where's the Probability ; 
nay, the Poſſibility of+ all this ? The Devils in_ the 
Poet ſure, he don't think to put Contradiftions upon 


Look'e, Sir, don't be in a Paſſion, the Poet does 
not impole Contradictions upon you, tecabſe he has . 
told you no Lie ; for that only is a Lie, which 1s re- 

| ry ey lated 
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lated with ſome fallacious Intention that you ſhould 


believe it for a Truth : Now the Poet expects no more 
that you ſhould believe the Plot of his Play, than old 
[A Jep defign'd the World ſhould think his Eag/e and 
Zion talk'd like vou and I; which, I think, was 


every Jot as improbable as what you quarrel with ; 


and yet the Fables took, and PII be hang'd if you your- 
{c]t don't ike *em. But befides, Sir, if you are fo in- 
veterate again Improbabilites, you muit never come 


near the Play-houſe at all ; for there are ſeveral Impro- 
babilites, nay Impoſſibilities, that all the Criticiſms in 


_ Nature cannot corre& : As for Inftance; in the Part 
of Alexander the Great, to be affected with the Tranſ- 


ations of the Play, we mult ſuppoſe that we ſee that 


great Conqueror, after all his 'Triumphs, ſhun'd by 
the Woman he loves, and 1mportun'd by her he hates ; 


-eroſs'd m* his Cups and Jollity by his own SubjeQs, and 


at Jait miſerably ending his Life in a raging Madneſs : 
We muſt ſuppoſe, that we ſee the very Alexander, the 
Son of Philip, im all theſe unhappy Circumſtances, ele 


we are not touch'd. by the Moral, which repreſents to 


r the Uneafineſs of Human Life in the greateſt State, 
and the Inſtability of Fortune in Reſpe&t of worldly 
Pomp, yet the whole Audience at the ſame "Time 
knows, that this 1s Mr, Betterton, who 1s ſtrutting upon 


the Stage, and tearing his Lungs for a Livehhood : And 
that the ſame Perſon ſhould be Mr. Betrrerton and Alex-. 


ander the Great at the ſame Time, 1s ſomewhat like an 
Impoſſibility in my Mind. Yet you muſt grant this 
Impoſlibility, in Spite of your Teeth, if you ha'n't 
Power to raiſe the old Hero from the Grave to a&t his 
own Part. | | 

Now for another Impoſlibility : The leſs rigid Cri- 
ticks allow to a Comedy the Space of an artificial 
Day, or twenty four Hours; but thoſe of the tho- 
rough Reformation will confine it to the natural or 
ſolar Day, which is but half the Time. Now admit- 
ting this for a Decorum abſolutely requiſite ; this 
- Play begins when it is exaQtly Six by your Watch, _ 

: en 
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_ ends preciſely at Nine, which is the uſual time of the 
Repreſentation. Now 1s it feaſible, 7» rerum natura, 
that the ſame Space or Extent of 'Time can be three 
Hours by your Watch, and twelve Hours upon the 
Stage, admitting the ſame Number of Minutes, or 
the ſame Meaſure of Sand to butt? I zm afraid, Cir, 
you muſt allow this for an Impofiitiiity too; and 
you may with as much Reaſon allow the Play the 
Extent of a whole Year; and if you grant me a Year, 
you may give me ſeven, and fo toa Thouſard. For 
that a thouſand Years ſhould come within the Com- 
paſs of three Hours, is no more an Impoſſ;bilicy, than 
that two Minutes ſhould be contain'd in one ; Nut- 
| lum minus continet in ſe majus, 18 equally applicable to 
both. os | 
So much for the Decorum of Time, now for the 
Regularity of P/ace. I might make the one a Con- 
ſequence of tother, and alledge, that by allowing me 
- any Extent of Time, you mult grant me any Change 
of Place, for the one depends upon t'cther; and hav- 
ing five or fix Years for the A&tion of a Play, I may 
travel from Con/tantineple to Denmark, lo to France, 
and home to England, and reſt long enough 1n each 
Country beſides. But you'll fay, How can you car- | 
Ty us with you? Very eafily, Sir, if you will be will- 
ing to go: As for Example; Here 1s a new Play, 
the Houle is throng'd, the Prologue's ſpoken, and the 
Curtain drawn repreſents you the Scene of Grard 
: Cairo, Whereabouts are you now, Sir? Were not 
you the very Minute before in the Pit in the Ergli/b 
Play-houſe talking to a Wench, and row prefle, poſs, 
you are ſpirited away to the Banks of the River N/e. 
Surely, Sir, this 1s a moſt intolerable Improbability ; 
yet this you muſt allow me, or elſe you deftroy the 
very Conftitutton of Repreſentation : "Then in the {e- 
cond AR, with a' Flouriſh of the Fiddles, I change 
the Scene to A/firachan. O this is intolerable ! Look'e, 
_ Sir, *tis not a Jot more intolerable than the other; for 
ou'll find that *tis much about the ſame Diſtance 
tween Egypt and Aftrachan, as it is between Drury- 
| E 5 Lane 
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Lane and Grand Cairo; and if you pleaſe to let your 
Fancy take Poſt, it will perform the . Journey in the 
ſame Moment of 'Time, without any Diſturbance in 
the World to your Perſon, You can follow Quinty; 


Curtius all over Afia in the Train of A4/zxander, and 


trudge after Hannibal, like a Cadet, through all Tal, 

Spain and 4frica, in the Space of four or five Hours ; 
et the Devil a one of you will fiir a Step over the 
hreſhold for the beſt Poet in Chriſtendom, tho? he 

make it his Buſineſs to render Heroes more amiable, 

2nd to ſurprize you with more wonderful Accidents 

and Events. | ME SS. 

_ T am as little a Friend to thoſe rambling Plays as 


any body, nor have I ever efpous'd their Party by 


my own PraQtice; yet I could not forbear ſaying 
ſomething in Vindication of the great Shake/ſpear, 


whom every little Fellow that can foxm an Acriſtus 


frimus will preſume to condemn for Indecorums and 
Abſurdities; Sparks that are ſo ſpruce upon their 
Greek and Latin, that, like our Fops in Travels, they 
can reliſh nothing but what is foreign, . to let th 
World know they have been abroad forſooth ; but 
it muſt be ſo, becauſe 4ri/fozle ſaid it; now I ſay it 
muſt be otherwiſe, becauſe Shakeſpear ſaid it, and 


| I'm ſure that Shake/pear was the greater Poet of the 
two. Put yow'll ſay, that 4r:forle was the greater 
__ Critick, That's a Miſtake, Sir, for Criticiſm in 


Poetry is no more than Judgment mm Poetry ; which 
you will find in your Lexicon. Now if Shakeſpear 
was the better Poet, he muſt have the moſt Judgment 
in his Art; for every body knows that Judgment 1s 
an eſſential Part of Poetry, and without it no Writer 


' 3s worth a Farthing. But to ſtoop to the Authority 


of either, without conſulting the Reaſon of the Con- 
ſequence, is an Abuſe to a Man's Underſtanding ; 
and neither the Precept of the Philoſopher, nor Ex- 
ample of the Poet, ſhould go down with me, with- 
out examining the Weight of their Afertions. We 
can expect no more Decorum or Regularity in any. 
Buſineſs, than the Nature of the thing will bear : 
- NOW 
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now if the Stage cannot ſubſiſt without the Strength 
of Suppoſition, and Force of Fancy in the Audience, 
why ſhould a Poet fetter the Bufinets of his Plot, and 
ſtarve his Action for the Nicety of an Hour, or the 
Change of a Scene, ſince the 'I hought of Man can 
fly over a thouſand Years with the ſame Eaſe, and in 
the ſame Inſtant of Time that your Eye glances from 
the Figure of fix or ſeven on the Dial-Plate; and can 
glide ; 3 the Cape of Good Hope to the Bay of S!. 
Nicolas, which is quite croſs the World, with the 
ſame Quickneſs and Activity, as between Cowvent-. 
Garden Church and Wis Coffee-Hou/e, 'I hen I muſt 
beg of theſe Gentlemen to let our old Eng/;þ Au- 
thors alone If they have left Vice unpuniſh'd, 
Virtue unrewarded, Folly unexpos'd, or Prudence 
unſucceſsful, the contrary of which 3s the Uzile of 
Comedy, let them be laſh'd to ſome purpoſe; if any 

Part of their Plots have been independent of the reſt, 
or any of their Charaers forc'd or unnatural, which 
deftroys the Dulce of Plays, let them be hifſs'd off the 
Stage : But if, by a true Decorum in theſe material 
_ Points, they have writ ſucceſsfully, and anſwer'd the 
End of Dramatick Poetry in every ReſpeR, let them 
reſt in Peace, and their Memories enjoy the Enco- 
miums due to their Merit, without any Reflexion for 
waving thoſe Niceties, which are neither inftruQtive 
to the World, nor diverting to Mankind ; but are like 
all the reſt of the critical Learning, fit only to ſet 
| People together by the Ears in ridiculous Controver- 

| hes, that are not one Jot material to the Good of the 
Publick, whether they be true or talle, 

And thus you ſee, Sir, I have concluded a very 
unneceſſary Piece of Work ; which is much too long, 
if you don't like it : But let it happen any way, be 
aſſur'd, that I intended to pleaſe you, which ſhould 
partly excuſe, | 
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To the Right Honourable = 
PEREGRINE, 
Lord Marquis of Carmarthen, &c, 


_ My Loxrp, | | 
Eing equally a Stranger to your Lordſhip, 
B and the whole Nobility of this Kingdom, 
ſomething of a natural Impulſe, and aſpiring 
Motion in my Inclinations, has prompted me, 
tho* I hazard a Preſumption, to declare my Re- 
fpet: And be the Succeſs how it will, I am vain 
_ of nothing in this Piece, but the Choice of my 
| Patron; I ſhall be fo far thought a judicious Author, 
whoſe principal Buſineſs is to deſign his Works an 
Offering to the greateſt Honour and Merit, _ 
TI cannot here, my Lord, ſtand accuſed of any 
Sort of Adulation, but to myſelf, *becauſe Com- 
. pliments due to Merit return upon the Giver, and 
the only Flattery is to myſelf, whiltt I attempt 
your Lordſhip's Praiſe. I dare make no Eſſay on 
your Lotrd{hip's youthful Bravery and Courage, 
becauſe ſuch is always guarded with Modeſty, but 
ſhall venture to preſent you ſome Lines on this 
' Subject, which the World will undoubtedly ap- 
ply to your Lordſhip, 


Courage, the higheſt Gift, that ſcorns to bend 
To mean Devices for a fardid End. 


7 


_ Courage 


\ 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 
Courage=——an independent Spark from Heaven's 
| (bright Throne, 
By which the Soul flands raisd, triumphant, high, 
Great #n itſelf, not Praiſes of the Crowd, (alone, 
Abave all Vice, it ſtoops not to be proud. | 
Courage, the mighty Attribute of Powers above, 
By which thoſe great in War, are great in Love. 
The Spring of all brave Acts is ſeated here, 
As Faiſhoods draw their ſordid Birth from Fear, 


| The beſt and nobleſt Part of Mankind pay 
Homage to Royality ; what Veneration then is due 
to thoſe Virtues and Endowments which even en- 
gag'd the Reſpect of Royalty itſelf, in the Perſon 
of one of the greateſt Emperors in the World, 
who choſe your Lordſhip not only as a Compa- 
nion, but a ConduQtor ? 

- He wanted the Fire of ſuch a Briton to animate 
| his cold Ruſſians, and wou'd therefore chuſe you 
his Leader in War, as in Travel : He knew the 
Fury of the Turk cou'd be only ſtopt by an Engliſh 
Nobleman, as the Power of France was by an En- 
gliſh King. A Senſe of this Greatneſs, which 
might deter others, animates me to addreſs your 
Lordſhip ; refolv'd that my firſt Muſe ſhou'd take 
an high and daring Flight, I aſpir'd to your Lord- 
ſhip's ProteQiion for this Trifle, which I muſt own 
myſelf now proud of, affording me this Oppor- 
tunity of humbly declaring myſelf, 


My Eo, 


Your Lordſhi p's meft devoted Servant, 


G. FarRqQunan 


ASSILSCSASINSISDHIEAS 


DO DOTOD I DOOOSOSED 


PROL O GUE. 


By F. H. ſpoken by Mr. Powel; a Servant 
attending with a Bottle of Wine. | 


A: S fubborn Atheiſts, who diſdain to pray, 
Repent, tho late, upon their dying Day ; 

So in their Pangs, mf Authors rack d with F earsy 
Implore your Mercy in our ſuppliant Prayrs. 

But our new Author has no Cauſe maintain'd, 

Let him not lojſe what he has never gain'd, 

Love and a Bottle are his Peaceful Arms ; | 
Ladies and Gallants,  hawe not theſe Jome Charms ? 
For Lowe, all Mankind to the Fair muſt fue: 

And, Sirs, the Boitle he preſents fo you, 

Health to the Play, (drinks) &en let it "wt Inks 


Sure none fit here that will refuſe their Glaſs ! 
O there's a damning Soldier 


let me think 
He looks as he were ſworn—to what ? To drink, (drinks $, 
Come on then; Foot to Feet be boldly fet, 


: And our young Author's new Commiſ}ion wet. 


He and his Bottle here attend their Doom, 


| From you the Poet's Halicon muft come ; | 


If he has any Foes, to make amends, 

He gives his Service (drinks) ſure you now are Frittids. 
No Critick here will he provoke to firht, 

The Day be theirs, he only begs bis Night. 

Pray pledge him new, jecur'd fi om all Abufe, | 
Then name the Health you ive, let none refuſe, { 
But each Maw” 's Miſtreſs be the Poet's Muſe. 


Dramas. 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


| | An tit FI TREE 
Roebuck | 


of a wild roving | = 
Temper ; re fn is Williams. 


come to Londen 
His Friend, ſober and | 7 
'  Lowewell. j modeſt, in Love þ Mr Mills, 
|  _ with Lurinaa. 46 of 
A young Squire, 
\ newly come from 


Mhockmogae. 


_ the Univerſity, and Mr. Bullock. 
ſetting up for a 
| Beau. 
Lyrick, A Poet. Mr. Tobn ſon. 


Pamphlet. A Bookſeller. 
Rigadoon. A Dancing-Maſter, F Mr. a 0408 
Nimblewriff, A Fencing-Maſter, Mr. Aſhton. 


Clad. . | Servant to Mockmode. Mr. Pinkethman, 
Bruſh. Servant to Lowewell, Mr, Fairbank. 
WOMEN. 


rable Fortune 


danke $A Lady of conble- Fae, pe 
Siſter to Lowenvell, in | 
| _ Love with Roebuck, 
 Leanthe. | ad diſguis 4 6 new A- 
Lucinda*s Page. Ws 


Trudges Whore to Roebuck, Mrs. Mills. 


| Landlady to Mock-} 

Bulfinch, ; mode, Lyrick, and Mrs. Powel. 
T rudge. | | | 

PEA  C Attendant and Con- | 
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Love and a Bottle. 
Peron ON 


SCE N E,  Lincoln's- Inn-Fields. 


Enter Roebuck in a Riding Habit Solus, repeating the 
Joy Line. 


Sato &Y HU S far our ED have with Succe/5 
SEES Len crown'd Heroically ſpoken, 
[O ih, of a Fellow that has not one 

S Farthing in his Pocket. If I have one 

Peny to buy a Halter withal in my 

D preſent Neceflity, may I be hang'd; 
| tho' I am reduc'd to a fair way of mm 

taining one methodically very ſoon, if Robbery © 
1heft will purchaſe the Gallows. But hold—can' t 1 
rob honourably, by turning Soldier ? 

Enter a Cripple begging. 

Crip. One Farthing to the poor old Soldier, for the 
Lord's fake. 

Reeb. Ha! 


a Glimpſe of Damnation juſt as 


a Man is entering into Sin, is no great Policy of 


tne Devil. eaed how long did you bear A : 
Friend ? 


C 71þ, 


 ————————_—_ 
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_ Crip. Five Years, an't pleaſe you, Sir. | 
Roeb. And how long has that honourable Crutch 


| born you? 


Crip. Fifteen, Sir. 
Roeb. Very pretty! Five Years a Soldier, and fif- 
teen a Beggar !————TFhis is Hell right! An Age of 
3>amnation, .for a momentary Offence. 'Thy Con- * 
dition, Fellow, is preferable to mine; the mercitul 
Bullet, more kind than thy ungrateful Country, has 
given thee a Debenture in thy broken Leg, from 
which thou canit draw a more plentifut Maintenance 
than I from all my Limbs in PerfeQion. Prithee, 


Friend, why would thou beg of- me? Doſt think I 


am rich ? | | 
Crip, No, Sir, and therefore I believe you chari- 


table. Your warm Fellows are ſo much above the 
Senſe of our Miſery, that they can't pity us; and I 


have always found it, by ſad Experience, as needleſs 


to beg of a rich Man, as a Clergyman. . Our greateſt 


BenefaRors, the brave Officers, are all diſbanded, and 
muft now turn Beggars like myſelf; and ſo, Times 
are very hard, Sir. 
Roeb. What ! Are the Soldiers more charitable than 
the Clergy ? 
_ Crip, Ay, Sir, a Captain will fay Dam'me, and 
give me Sixpence; and a Parſon ſhall whine out 
God bleſs me, and give me not a Farthing : Now I 


| think the Officer's Blefling much the beſt. 


Raeb. Are the Beaus never compaſſionate ? 

Crip. 'The great full Wigs they wear ſtop their Ears 
ſo cloſe, that they can't hear us; and if they ſhould, 
they never have any Farthings about *em, 

Roecb. Then I am a Beau, Friend ; therefore pray 
leave me. Begging from a generous Soul that has 
not to beſtow, is more tormenting than Robbery to 
a Miſer in his Abundance. Prithee, Friend, be thou 


Charitable for once ; I beg only the Favour which rich 


Friends beſtow, a little Advice: Iam as poor as thou 
art, and am deſizning to turn Soldier. | | 


Crip. 
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Crip. No, no, Sir ; ſee what an honourable Poſt [ 
am forc'd to ſtand to, my Rags are Scare-crows ſuffi. 
cient to frighten any one from the Field ; rather turn 
Bird of Prey at home. [ Shewing his Crutch. 
Roeb. Grammercy, old Devil; I find Hell has its 
Pimps of the poorer ſort, as well as of the wealthy. I 
fancy, Friend, thou haſt got a Cloven Foot inſtead of 
a broken Leg. *Tis a hard Caſe that a Man muſt ne- 
ver expeQ to go nearer Heav'n than ſome Steps of a 
Ladder. But *tis unavoidable ; I have my Wants to | 
lead, and the Devil to drive; and if I can't meet m 
Friend Lowewe!!, (which T think impoſlible, being io 
oreat a Stranger in Town) Fortune, thou haſt done thy 
woriſt; I proclaim open War againſt thee. 


Pl fab the next rich Darling that I fee; 
And killing him, be thus reveng'd on thee. 


[Goes to the back Part of the Stage, as into the 
Walks, making ſome Turns croſs the Stage in 
Diforder, while the next ſpeak, Exit Beggar, 


Enter Lucinda and Pindreſs. | 
Lac. Oh! theſe Summer Mornings are ſo delicately 
fine, Pzndreſs, 1t does me good to be abroad. 
Pia. Ay, Madam, theſe Summer Mornings are as 
| pleaſant to young Folks, as the Winter Nights to mar- | 
ry'd People, or as your Morning of Beauty to Mr. 
Lowerwell. | | 
: Luc, I'm violently afraid the Evening of my Beau- 
ty will fall to his Share very ſoon ; for Pm inclinable 
= Barry him. I ſhall ſoon lie under an Eclipſe, Pin- 
ejs, | : 
ind. Then it muſt be full Moon with your Lady- 
ſip. But why wou'd you chuſe to marry in Summer, 
Madam ? | EE 
Luc. T know no Cauſe, but that People are apteſt 


ys mad in hot Weather, unleſs you take a Woman's 
eaſon. | _ | 


Pin. 


” 
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Pin, What's that, Madam? 
Luc. Why, 1 am weary of lying alone. - | 

Pin. Oh dear Madam! Lying alone is very dan- 
_ gerous ; *tis apt to breed ſtrange Dreams. 

Luc, T had the oddeſt Dream lat Night of my 
Courtier that is to be, Squire Moc4mode. He appeared 
crowded about with a Dancing-Maiter, ' Puſhing-Ma- 
ter, Muſick-Maſter, 'and all the 'Throng of Beau-ma- 
kers; and methought he mimick*'d Foppery ſo auk- 
wardly, that his Imitation was downright burleſ{quing 
it, I burſt outa laughing ſo heartily, that I awaken'd 
myſelf, B24 

Pin. But Dreams go by Contraries, Madam. Have 
not you ſeen him yet ? | 

Luc. No; but my Undle's Letter gives Account that 
he's newly come to Town from the VUairerttey; where 


his Education could reach no farther than to guzzle fat 


Ale, ſmoke Tobacco, and chop Logick 


————it makes me ſick. | 


Faugh 


Pin. But he's very rich, Madam; his Concerns 


Join to yours in the Conntry. = 
Luc. Ay, but his Concerns ſhall never. join to mine 
in the City : For ſince | have the Diſpoſal of my own 
Fortune, LowexvelPs the Man for my Money. 
Pin. Ay, and for my Money : for Pve had above 
twenty Pieces from him fince his Courtſhip began, 
_He's the prettieſt ſober Gentleman ; I have fo ſtrong 
an Opinion of his Modeſty, that V'm afraid, Madam, 
your frft Child will be a Fool. - 
_ Luc. Oh God forbid! T hope a Lawyer underſtands 
Buſineſs better than to beget any thing oz compor — 
_ "The Walks fi] apace; the Enemy approaches, we mult 
ſet out our falſe Colours. | Put on their Maſks. 
Pin. We Maſks are the pureit Privateers! Madam, 
how would you like to cruiſe about a little ? | 
Luc. Well enough, had we no Enemies but our Fops 
and Ciis : But I dread theſe bluſtring Men of War, 
the Officers, who after a Broad-ftide of Damme's and 


Sinkme's, are for boarding all Maſks they meet as jaw- | 


_ tul Prize. 
Pin, 
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Pin. In Truth, Madam, and the moſt of them are 
lawful Prize, for they generally have French Ware un- 
der Hatches. | 
_ Luc. Oh hideous! O* my Conſciente, Girl, thou'rt 
quite ſpoild. An Actreſs upon the Stage would bluſh 
at ſuch Exprcfhons. | , Zh 

Pin. Ay, Madam, and your Ladyſhip wou'd ſeem 
to bluſh in the Box, when the Redneſs of your Face 
proceeded from nothing but the Conſtraint of holding 
your Laughter. Didn't you chide me for not putting 
a ſtronger Lace in your Stays, when you had broke one 
as ſtrong as a hempen Cord with containing a violent 
Tihec at a ſmutty Jeſt in the laſt Play ? 

Lac. Go, go, thou'rt a naughty Girl! that imperti- 
nent Chat has diverted us from our Bus'neſs. I'm afraid 
Lovewwve!l has miſs'd us for Want of the Sign.——But 
whom have we here? An odd Figure, ſome Gentle- 
man in Diſguiſe, I believe. | 

Pin. Had he a finer Suit on, I ſhou'd believe him 
in Diſguiſe; for I fancy his Friends have only known 
him by that this 'Twelve-month. | 

Luc. His Mien and Air ſhew him a Gentleman, and 
his Cloaths demonſtrate him a Wit. He may afford 
us ſome Sport. I have a Female Inclination to taik to 
him. | | | 

Pin. Hold, Madam, he looks as like one of thoſe 
dangerous Men of War you juſt now mention'd as can 
be; you had beſt ſend out your Pinnace before, to dif- 
cover the Enemy. | 

Luc. No, I'll hale him myſelf : | Moves towards him, 
What, Sir, dreaming ? i | 

| | { Slaps him oth* Shoulder with her Fan, 

Roeb. Yes, Madam. [ Sullenly. 

Luc. Of what ? | 

Reoeb, Of the Devil, and now my Dream's out. 

Luc. What! Do you dream ſtanding ? 

Roeb. Yes, faith, Lady, very often, when my Sleep's 
| haunted by ſach pretty Goblins as you. You are a 
Sort of Dream I would fain be reading : I'm a very 
good Interpreter indeed, Madam, 


Luc, | 


42 | Love. and a_ Bottle. 


..-- Luc.. Are you. then one. of the wiſe Men of the 
Baſt F,ooas- Ss . 
| Riaeb. No, Madam; but one of the Fools of the 
AY. amoovicantiby in VF ONES WW 
Lac. Pray, what do you mean by that? 
. __ Raeb. An IriEman, Madam, at your Service. 
. Luc. Oh horrible! an Jri/6man! a mere Wolf-dog, 
I proteſt. wET TAFe | 
__  Roeb. Ben't ſurpriz'd, Child ; the Wolf-dog 1s as 
well-natur'd an Animal as any of your Country Bull- 
dogs, and a much more fawning Creature, let me tell 
2-15 | [Lays hold on her, 
| Luc. Pray, good Cz/ar, keep off your Paws ; no 
ſcraping Acquaintance, for Heaven's Sake. Tell us ſome 
News of your Country ; I have heard the ftrangett 
Stories, —that the People wear Horns and Hootfs, 

Roeb. Yes, faith, a great many. wear Horns; but 
.we had that, among other laudable Faſhions, from 
| London, | think it came over with your Mode of 
wearing high Topknots ; for ever ſince, the Men and 
Wives bear their Heads exalted-alike. They were 
both Faſhions that took wonderfully, 

Luc. Then you have Ladies among you. 

Roeb. Yes, yes, we have Ladies, and Whores ; Col- 
 lepes, and Play-houſes ; Churches, and 'Taverns ; fine 
Houſes, and Bawdy-houſes : In ſhort, every "Thing 
that you can boaſt of, but Fops, Poets, 'Toads and 
Adders. : | 

Luc. But have you no Beaus at all ? 

Reb. Yes, they come over like Woodcocks, once 
a Year, | L. 

Luc, And have your Ladies no Springes to catch 'em 
in ? rs pg 

Roeb, No, Madam, our own Country affords us 
much better Wild-fowl. But they are generally flnp- 
ped of their Feathers by the Play-houſe and Taverns ; 
in both which they pretend to be Criticks ; and our ig- 
norant Nation imagines a full Wig as infallible a Token 
of a Wit as the Laurel, Xo. 


Luc. 
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Luc. Oh Lard! and here *tis the certain Sign of a 
Blockhead, But why no Poets in Tre/and, Sir ? 

Roeb. Faith, Madam, I know not, unleſs St. Pa- 
trick ſent them a packing with other venomous Crea- 
tures out of Jre/and. Nothing that carries a Sting in 
its Tongue can live there. But fince I have deſcribed 
my Country, let me know a little of England, by a 
_ Sight of your Face, | | 
Luc. Come you to Particulars firſt. Pray, Sir, un- 
maſk, by telling who you are; and then ÞI'll unmaſk, 
and ſhew who I am. 

Roeb. You muſt diſmiſs your Attendant then, Ma- 
dam ; for the diſtinguiſhing Particular of me is a Se- 
cret. - 

Pin. Sir, Tcan keep a Secret as well as my Miſtreſs ; 
and the greater the Secrets are, I love 'em the better. 
Luc, Can't they be whiſper'd, Sir? _ 

Reeb. Oh yes, Madam, I can give you a Hint, by 
' which you may underſtand em 
[Pretends to whiſper, and kiſſes her. 

Luc. Sir, you're impudent. © 

Reb. Nay, Madam, ſince you're fo good at mind- 
_ Ing Folks, have with you. _ 

[Catches her faſt, carrying her off. 
| Lac. Ws 
xt Help ! help! help ! 
| Enter Lovewell. 

Love. Villain, unhand the Lady and defend thy- 

ſelf. p pp [ Draws. 
' Reeb, What! Knight Errants in this Country ! Now 
has the Devil very opportunely ſent me a Throat to 
cut ; pray Heaven his Pockets be well lin'd, _ 
| [Ruits 'em, they go off. 
—— Have at thee—— St. George tor England. 
[They fight, after ſome Paſſes Roebuck farts 


—— My Friend Lowewell ! back and pauſes, 
Lowe. My dear Roebuck ! | 

2 [Fling down their Swords and embrace. 

Shall I believe my Eyes ? | | 


Reeb. You may believe your Ears ; 'tis I, egad. 
Vo, I, F Lows, 


Tu ——— oo re 


4 | Loveaud a Bottle. 
- Lowe, Why,' thy:being in Londorr is f vch''a Mythery, 


that I muſt have the Evidence of more Senſes than one 


"to:confirm me of its Truth. ——But pray unfold the 
| Riddle. | | Ot THF CER OMA 


Rocb.\ Why faith *tis a Riddle. 'You wonder at it 
before the Explanation, then wonder more at yourſelf 
for not gueſling it. ——What is the univerſal Cauſe of 


the continued Evils of Mankind ? x 


Lowe. The univerſal Cauſe of our continued Evils, is 


_ the Devil ſure. 


Roeb. No, #tis the Fleſh, Ned———— That very Wo- 
man that. drove us all out of Paradife has ſent me a 


packing out of Jreland. 


Lowe. How ſo? DH ATLE | 
Roeb. Only taſting the forbidden Fruit ; that was 
all. & 20d, 4 


| Love. Is fim ple Fornication become fo great a Crime 


| there, as to be puniſhable by no leſs than Baniſh- 


ment ? 

Roeb. I gad, mine was double Fornication, Ned——. 
The Jade was ſo Pop to bear Twins, the Fruit 
grew in Cluſters ; and my unconſcionable Father, be- 
cauſe I was a Rogue in debauching her, wou'd make 
me a Fool by wedding her: But I would not marry a 
Whore, and he wou'd not own a diſobedient Son, and 
ſo ; 


Lowe. But was ſhe a Gentlewoman ? ; 
 Roeb. Pſhaw ! No, ſhe had no Fortune. She wore 
indeed a Silk Mantua and High-head ; but theſe are 
grown as little Signs of Gentility now-a-days, as that 


35 of Chaſtity. 


Love. But what Necefſlity forc'd you to leave the 


_ Kingdom? 


Roeb. T'll tell you—To ſhun th? inſulting Authority 
of an incens'd Father, the dull and often repeated Ad- 
vice of impertinent Relations, the continual Clamours 
of a furious Woman, and the ſhrill Bawling of an ill- 
natur'd Baſtard=—From all which, good Lord deliver 
me. : 


.- Lowe. 
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Lowe. And fo you left them to grand Dadda !—— 
Ha, ha, ha! | 
- - Rock, Heav'n was eas'd to leſſen my AfiQtion, by 
taking away the She-brat; but the other is, I hope, + 
well, becauſe a brave Boy, whom TI chriſten'd Edward, 
after thee, Lowewve//; I made bold to make my Man 
ſtand for. you, and your Siſter ſent her Maid to give her 
Name to my Daughter. _ 

Lowe. Now you talk of my Siſter, pray how does 
the ? 

.. Roeb. Dear Lowell, a very Miracle of Beauty and 

Goodneſs. ——-But 1 don't like her. pn! 

Lowe, Why? | | 

Roeb. She's virtuous ; and I think Beauty md 
Virtue are as ill joined as Lewdneſs and Uglineſs. 

Lowe. But I hope your Arguments could not make 
her a Proſelyte to this Profeſhon ? 

Roeb. Faith I endeavour'd it; but that plaguy Ho- 
nour——DPamn if for a Whim—— Were it as honour- 
able for Women to be Whores, as Men to be Whore- 
maſters, we ſhou'd have Lewdneſs as great a Mark of 
Quabey among the Ladies, as 'tis now among the 

rds. 

Lowe. What! do you hold no innate Princi ple of 
Virtue in Woman ? 

Reoeb. I hold an innate Principle of Love in them : 
Their Paſſions are as great as ours, their Reaſon wea- 
ker, We admire them, and conſequently they muſt 
us. And TI tell the once more, "That had Woman no 
Safe-guard but your innate Principle of Virtue, honeſt 
George Roebuck wou'd have lain with your Sitter, Neg, 
and ſhou'd enjoy a Counteſs before Night. 
' Lowe. But methinks, George, ? twas not fair to tempt 
my Siſter. | 
Roeb. Methinks *twas not fair of thy Siſter, Ned, to 
tempt me. As ſhe was thy Siſter, I had no Deſign 
upon her ; but as ſhe's a pretty Woman, I could fcarce- 
ly forbear her, were ſhe my own. 

Love. But, upon ſerious RefleCtion, cou'd not you 
have liv'd better at home bt turning thy Whore into 


thy 
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thy Wife, than here by tournitig other Men $ Wives | ins 
to Whores ? 'There be Merchants Ladies in Lozdor, 
and you muſt trade” with them, for aught # NODS 

Roeb. Ay, but is the Trade open ? Is the Manufac- 
ture encourag'd, old Boy? © 

Love. Oh, wonderfully ; LO? reat many poor. 
Peop le live- byt. Tho” the nu, are for engrol- 
fing "the Trade, the. Wives are altogether for encou- 
raging Interlopers. But T hope you have brought 
fume ſmall Stock to fet u with, ; 

' Roeb. The Greatneſs oP my Wants, which wou'd 
force me to diſcover '*'em, makes me bluſh to own 

'em. [Afide.) Why faith, Ned, I had a went, Journey 
from Treland hither, and” You'd burthen myſelf with 
no more than juſt neceſſary Charges. | 

Lowe. Oh, then you have brought Bills. 

 Roeb. No faith, Exchange of Money from Dublin 
hither, is fo unreaſonable high, tat 

Love. What! 


 Reeb,” That=— Zoons, Thave not one Farching— 
Now you underſtand me. 

' Love. No faith, I never underſtand one that comes 
in forma pauperis ; 1 ha*n't ftudy'd the Law ſo long for 

my But what Proſpect can you propoſe ot a 
Supply ? 

Roeb. Fl tell you. When you appear'd, I was Jul 
thanking my Stars for ſending me a Throat to cut, and 
conſequently a Purſe. But my Knowledge of [os pre- 
vented me of that Way, and therefore I think you're 
oblig'd in Return to afiſt me by ſome better Means. 
You were once an honeſt Fellow ; but ſo lon Study in 
the Inns may alter a Man ſtrangely, as you ho. 

Lowe. No, dear Roebuck, I am {till a Friend to thy 
Virtues, and eſteem thy Follies as Foils only to {ct 
them off, I did but rally you ; and to convince you, - 
here are ſome Pieces, Share of what I have about me: 
Take them as Earneſt of my farther Supply ; you 
know my Eſtate is ſufficient to maintain us both, if you 


will either reſtrain your Extravagancies, .or I retrench 
my Neceflſaries. Frog 


Reb, 
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Reb. Thy Profeſſion of Kindneſs, is ſo. great, that I 
con'd almoſt ſuſpe& it of Defign. But come, Friend, 
I'am heartily tir'd with the Fatigue,of my Journey, be- 
ſides a violent Fit of Sickneſs which detain'd\ me a 
| Month at Coventry, to the Exhauſting: of. my Health 

and Money. Let me only recruit. by a Reliſh of the 
'Fown' in Love and a Bottle, and then——Oh Hea- 
vens! and Earth! _ 

18 they are going off, Roebuck farts back furpriz'd. 

Lowe. What's the matter, Man ? 

Roeb. Why, Death and the. Devil! or, what's 
worſe, a Woman and a Child —— Oons | don't you fee 
Mrs. Trudge with my Baſtard in her Arms crofliag the 
Field towards us ?— Oh the mactatigeble Whore, uc to 
follow me all the Way to London! 

_ © Lowe. Mrs. Truage! my old Acquaintznce ; | 

Reeb, Ay, ay, the very ſame ; your old, Acquain- 
tance; and for aught I know, you might bave clubb'd 
about getting the "Brats. | 

Lewe. *Tis but reaſonable then I ſhou'd pay Share 
of the Reckoning. UT'l! help to provide for her ; in the 
| mean Time you had beſt retire. Bruſh, condaR 

this Gentleman to my Lodgings, and run. from thecce 
to Widow Bulfnch's, and provide a Lodging with her 
for a Friend of mine. —— Fly, and come back 
preſently. [Exit Roeb. and Bruſh.] So; my 
Friend comes to Town like the Great Turk:to the 
Field, attended by his Concubines and Chileren ; and 
Pm afraid theſe are but Part of | his Retiaue but 
hold ——T ſhan't be able to ſuſtain the Shock of this 
Woman's Fury. I'll withdraw till ſhe has Gſcharg'd 
her firſt Volley, then ſurprize her. 

Enter Trudge, with a Child crying. 

Huſh, huſh, huſh And indeed it was a. young, 
Traveller. And what wou'd it ſay ? It ſays that 
Daddy is a falſe Man, a cruel Man, an. ungratetub 
Man. In troth fo he is, my dear Child. 
What ſhall 1 do with it, poor Creature !, Haſh, 


huſh, huſh——— Was ever poor Woman in ſach a la- 
mentable Condition ? Immediately after the Pains of 


"T3 One 


_ of Woman's Nature could not refiſt him. 
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one Travail, to undergo the Fatigues of another ſ—— 


" "But T'm ſure he can never do well ; for tho' I can't 


find him, my Curſes, and the Miſery of this Babe, 
will certainly reach him. | * 
| Lowe, Methinks I ſhou'd know that Voice- : 
[Moving forward.) What! Mrs. Trudge ! and in Lon- 
don ! whoſe brave Boy haſt thou got there? _ 
. Trud. Oh Lord ! Mr. Zowewell! I ary very glad to 


ſee you—— and yet am aſham'd to ſee you. But in- 


deed he promis'd to marry* me, [Crying] and you 
know, Mr. Lowexwell, that he's ſuch a handſome Man, 
and has ſo many Ways of inſinuating, that the Frailty 
Lowe, What's all this ? —— A handſome Man ! Ways 
of infinuating ! Frailty of Nature ! I don't un- 
gerſtand theis ambiguous Terms. 
 Trud. Ah, Mr. Lovewell! | am ſure you have ſeen 
Mr. Roebuck, and I am ſure 'twould be the firſt Thing 
he would tell you. I refer to you, Mr. Lowewell, if 
he is not an ungrateful Man, to deal ſo barbarouſly. 
with any Woman that had us'd him ſo civilly, I was 
kinder to him than I wou'd have been to my own born 
Brother. REES | on 9 | 
Lowe. O then I find Kiſling goes by Favour, Mrs, 
Trudge. | 65 
Trud. Faith you're all alike, you Men are alike —— 
Poor Child ! he's as like his own Dadda, as if he 
were ſpit out of his Mouth. See, Mr, Loweawell, 
he has not Mr. Roebuck's Noſe to a Hair; and you 
know he has a very good Noſe; and the little Pipſny 
his Mamma's Mouth. Oh the little Lips ! and *tis 
the beit natur'd little Dear——| Smuggles and kifſes it.] 
—— And wov'd it aſk its Godfather's Bleſhng ?—— 
Indeed, Mr. Lowexwe!l, 1 believe the Child knows 
/Ou mN. 
F Love, Ha, ha, ha! Well, I will give it my Bleſfling. 
| | Ry [ Gives it Gold. 
\ [4s he gives her the Gold, enter Lucinda and 
wo Findre ſs, who ſering them fland, abſcond. 
Come, Madam, I'll firft ſextle you in a Lodging, 20 
E | "68 


, 


then find the falſe Man, as you call him——. 


ls ad ek ae [Exit Loyewell., 
. Lncinda and Pindreſs come forward. ; 
Lac. The falſe Man is found already. —— Was 


there ever ſuch a lucky Diſcovery ?Jﬀ——— My Care 
for his Preſervation brought me back, and now behold. 
how my Kindneſs 1s return'd ! Their Fighting 
_ wasa downright Trick to frighten me from the Pars 
thereby to afford him an Opportunity of entertaining 
his Whore and Brat. | EEO 

Pin. Your ConjeRture, Madam, bears a Colour; 
for looking back, I could perceive 'em talk very fa-. 
miliarly ; ſo that they cou'd not be Strangers, as their 
pretended Quarrel would intimate. FEE 

Lac. Tis all true, as he is falſe. What ! ſlight- 
ed! deſpisd! my honourable Love truck'd for a_ 
Whore ! Oh Villain! Epitome of the Sex !-—— But 
I'l be reveng'd. I'll marry the firſt that aſks me 
the Queſtion ; nay, though he be a diſbanded Soldier, 
. or a poor Poet, or a ſenſeleſs Fop: Nay, tho}, 
impotent, Ill marry him. | EE ns 
FN ms Oh, Madam! "that's to be reveng'd on your- 
Luc. ] care not, Fool! I deſerve Puniſhment for 
my Credulity, as much as he for his Falſhood.— 
And you deſerve it too, Minx; your Perſuaſions 
_ drew me to this Afſignation : 1 never lov'd the falſe 

an, 
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. Pin, That's falſe, I am ſure. - BE | 
.. Luc. But you thought to get another Piece of Gol: 
We ſhall have him giving you Money on the ſame 
Score, he was ſo liberal to his Whore juſt now. _ 
Wy | [Walks about in a Paſſion. 
| | Enter Lovewell. ME 
Zeve. So much for Friendſhip——-now for my Love. 
——1 ha'n't trangrefſed much ——Oh, there the 1— 
Oh my Angel! PE ns [Rens"to her. 
. Zuc. Ohthou Devil! TIE . [Starts back, 
_ Lowe. Not unleſs you damn me, Madam. 
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Luc, You: re dama'd already ; you're a Man. 
[ Exit, \puſving Pindrefs. 

"Lain, Your re a | Wakbn,: PIE be an Jags 
day! what giddy: Female Planet rules now ! By the 
Lord, theſe Women are: like their Maidenheads,-no 
ſooner found than loſt ——Here, Bru; run after Pir- 
dr:/s, and know the Occaſion of this. —F[Bruft rwzs.] 
——Stay, come back.--—Zoons, Pm a Fook 

Bruſp. That's the firſt wiſe Word you have ſpoken 
theſe two Months. 

Lowe. 'Trouble me with your untimely Jefts Sirrah, 
and I'll 
 Bruf. Your Pardon, Sir; Pm in down-right Kar. 
net. *Tis a leſs Slavery to be Apprentice to.a famous 
Clap-ſurgeon, than'to a Lover. He falls out with me, 
becauſe be can't fall in with his Miftrefs.. £ can bear 

2t no longer. 

Lowe. Sirrah, what are you a, mumbling ? 

Brujh. A ſhort Prayer before I'depart, Sir. —I have 
been theſe three Years your rey) but now, Sw; I'm 
your hamble Servant. _ _ | Bows as going, 

Love. Hold, you ſha'n't leave me. - 

S Ery/h. Sir, you can't be my Maſter. 

Live. Why ſo? _ 

Bruſh. Becauſe you're not your own Mater ; yet 
one would think you might, for you have loſt your 
Viittreſs. Oons ! Sir, let her go, and a fair Riddance, 
Who throws away a Teſter and a Miſtreſs, loſes Six- 
pence. "That little pimping C#p:d is a blind Gunner. 
Had he fhot as many 'Darts-as I have: carry'd Bzlet 
Deax, he wou'd have laid her kicking with her Heels 
4 ere now. In ſhort, Sir, my Patience is wornto the 

Stumps with attending ; my Shoes and: Stockings are 
upon their laſt Legs with trudging between | you. I 
have ſweat ont all my Moiſture of my Hand with palm- 
ing your clammy Letters upon her. . I have——— 

Lowe. Hold, Sir, your 'Frouble 1s 'now at an End, 
for I deſign to marry her. Me 

Bruſh. And bave i courted her theſe three Years 
for nothing but a Wite! _ 


FPS 


DILL: ED IRA GY 
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' Lowe. Do you think, Raſcal, I wou'd have taken {o 
much Pains to make her a Miſs? 

Bruſh. No, Sir, the tenth Part on't wou'd ha'done.. 
——But if you are reſolv'd to marry, God b'w* aa 

_ Lowe. What's the Matter now, Sirrah? © + 

Bruſh. Why, | the Matter will be, that I muſt thew 
| pimp for her. Hark ye, Sir, what have you been 

doing all this While, but teaching her the Way to cuck- 
old ye? —— Take care, Sir ; look before you leap. 
You have a tickliſh - Point to manage. Can 
you tell, Sir, what's her Quarrel to you now? _ 
Lowe. [can'ti imagine. I don' t remember that ever 
I offended her. 

Bruſh. That's it, Sir. She efalovs to put your 
Eafineſs to the Teſt now, that ſhe may with more Se- 
curity rely upon't hereafter. —— Always ſuſped thoſe 
Women of Deſigns that are-for ſearching into the Hu- 
mours -of their Courtiers ; for _ certainly intend to 
try them when they're marry'd. 

Love. How cam'ſt thou ſuch an Engineer i in Love? 

Bruſh. I have ſprang ſome Mines in my Time, Sir ;. 
and ſince I have-trudg'd: ſo long about your amorous 
Meflages, I have more Intrigue in the Sole of my Feet, 
than Gans Blockheads m their whole Body, 

_ Love. Sirrah, have you ever diſcover'd any Beha- 
 viqur in this Lady, to occaſion this ſuſpicious Diſ- 
courſe ?- | 

Bruſh. Sir, has this Lady: ever diſcover'd any Be- 
haviour-of yours to-occafion this ſuſpicious Quarrel ? 
| believe the Lady has as much of the innate Princi- 
ple of Virtue (as the Gentleman faid) as any Wo- 
man, | But that Baggage, her Attendant,. is about r-. 
viſhing -her Lady's Page every Hour. *Tis an old. 
Saying, Like Maſter, like Man; why not as well, Like 
Mr ftreſs, like Maid ? 

Love. 'Since :thou art: ſor trying * Punidars:: have 
with you, Madam Lucinda. - Befides,” fo: fain'an Op- | 
portunity' offers, that Fate ſeem'd to deſign it. ——— 
Dave ”_ left the Gentleman at my Lodgings ?.. 
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$6 1 Braſh: Yes, Sir, and ſent a Porter to his Inn to 


bring his Things thither. - 
"Lowe' That's right. Love, like «her Diſeaſes, 


- muſt ſometimes have a deſperate Cure. The School of 
Fenus. impoſes the fri Diſcipline; and awful Cupid 
is a chaſtning God : He whips ſeverely.u—_—— O. .. 
TIN Not if we kiſs the Rod. [Zreune, 


The End of the firſt 48. 
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$ C E N BE, LovewelPs Lodgings. 
Enter Lovewell, Roebuck dreſ'd, and Bruſh. 


Dove. V'My Conſcience, the fawning Creature 
loves you. 

| Roeb. Ay, the conſtant Efefs of debauching a 
Woman are, that ſhe infallibly loves the Man for do- 
ing the Buſineſs, and he certainly hates her.—— But 
what Company is ſhe like to have at this ſame W1- 
dow*s, Bru ? 

Bruſp. Oh the beſt of Company, Sir, a Poet lives 
there. dir; <5 

rt They're the worlt Company, for they're ill- 
nz tur” 

Br. Ah, Sir, but it does no Body any Harm; for 
theſe Fellows that get Bread by their Wits are always 
| forc'd to eat their Words. 'They muſt be good- na- 
tur'd, *ſpight of their Teeth, Sir. *Tis ſaid he pays 
his Lodging by cracking ſome ſmutty Jefſts . with his 
Landlady over night ; for ſhe's very well pleas'd with 

his Natural Parts. {/ hile Roeb. and Bruſh talk, Love- 
| well /cems to projett ſomething by bimalf. 
Ret. What other Lodgers are there ? 
Brufb. 
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. Bru/h, One wenly £ enter'd,.. a young Adin mu 
" come from the niverſity. 
_ .,Roeb. A mere, \Peripatetick, L warrant him, —— 
A. very pretty Famil W 3. a Heathen Philoſopher, an 
Jews iſh, Poet, and $a rife Whore. Had the Landlagy 
land Piper to. join with *em, the might 
Foe” for a Colleftion of Monſters. — Any body 
withan ? [ Slaps Lovewell on the Shoulder. | 

Lowe. Yes, you are my Friend. All my "Thoughts 
were employ'd about you. In ſhort, I have one Re- 

a to make, 'That you would renounce your looſe 

wid Only and nad = Sher, Life, as 1 do. - | 
That I will, if you'll grant me a Boon, 

LS You ſhall have it, be't. what it will. 

Reb. That you wou'd. relinquiſh your preciſe ſober 
Behaviour, and live like a Gentleman, as I do. <- 

Love. That I:can't grant. 

Reeb. Then we're off: Tho' ſhou'd your Women 
prove,no better -than your Wine, my, Debauckeries 
will fall of themſelves, for want of Temptation. _ 
.. Love. Qur Women are worſe than.our Wine ; our 
Claret has bur little of the French in't, bat ogr Wen- 
ches have the Devil and all: "They are both adulte- 
;rated ; to» prevent the .Inconveniencies of which, PLL 
«provide you an honourable Miſtreſs. . | 

Reeb. Am; honowable Miſtreſs ; what's that?” 

Lowe. A virtuous Lady, whom you-mult love and: 
court ; the ſureit. Mechod' of reclaming you. 
As thus: -— * hoſe ſuperfluous Fieces you. throw. 
-away in Wine, may, be laid out 

Roeb.. To the poor | 
- Lawe., No, no : In Sweet-Powder, Cravats, Garters,, 
Snuff boxes, RibLons,, Coach-hire, and Chair-bire... 
Thoſe, idle Hours, which you miſpend with.lewd ſo- 
Phitticates Wenches, mult. be dedicated —— - 

Reeb. io the Church ? 

Love, No; to the.icuocentand- charming Converſa- 
tion of your virtuous Vuitreſs ; by which means, tze: 
two molt exotbitaut Debaucheries,, Drinking and 
Whoring,. will be retrenci'd.  _ ps 

F 6 Roeb; 
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Roeb. A very fine Retrenchment, truly | I muſt firſt 
deſpiſe the honeſt jolly Converſation at the Tavern, 
for the foppiſh, affeRed, dull, infipid Entertainment 
at the Chocolate-houſfe ; muſt quit my Freedom! with 
.Ingenious Company, . to, harneſs myfelf. to Foppery 
"among the fluttering Crowd of Cupid's Livery-boys. 
The ſecond Article is, "That I muſt reſign the 
Company of lewd Women for that ' of 'my innocent 
Miſtreſs; that is, I muſt change my eaſy natural Sin of 
 Wenching, to that conſtrain'd! Debauchery of Eying 
and Swearing.— 'The many Lies and Oaths that I 
made to thy Siſter, , will go nearer to damn me, than 
if” I had enjoy'd her a hundred times over. 

Love. Oh Roebuck! your Reaſon, will maintain the 
contrary, when you're in Love. 

Reeb. That is, when I have loſt wy Reaſon : Come, 
- come, a Wench, a Wench, a ſoft, white, eaſy, con- 
 ſenting Creature !. Prithee, Ned; leave Muſti- 
neſs, and ſhew me the Varieties of the Town. 

Lowe. A Wench is the leaſt Variety—— Look out 
mmm See what a numerous 'Train trip along the 
Street there. [ Pointing outwards. 

Roeb, Oh Penus ! all theſe fine ſtately Creatures ! 
Fare you well, Ned. 

[Runs out ; Lovewell catches him, and "pulls him back: ] 
Prithee let me go; *tis a Deed' of Charity ; I'm 
quite ſtary'd. PI juſt take a ſnap, and be with you 
in the twinklIing—As you're my Friend— 

I muſt go. | 

Love. Then we muſt break for all together. ——— 

[Ruits him.) He. that will leave his Friend 
for a Whore,, I reckon a Commoner in Friendſhip as 
in Love, 
Roeb. If you ſaw how ill that ſerious Face becomes 
| a Fellow of your Years, you wou'd never wear it 
again. Youth 1s taking | ln eny Maſquerade but Gra- 
Vvity. 


 Tewe. Tho! Lewdnehs ſuits much worſe with your 
Circumſtances, SIT, 


Retb. 
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Roeb. Ay, theſe Cireumftances ! Damn ' theſe Cir- 
cumſtances.-——There he has hamftring'd me. , This 
Poverty! 'how it makes a Man' ſneak ! Well, 
 prithee let's know this deviliſh' virtaous Lady. By 
the Circumſtances of my Body, T ſhall ſoon be off or 
on with her. | 

Lowe." Know the, for thy utter Colliemianio, 
that ſhe's a Lady of Eighteen, Beautiful, Witty, and 
nicely Virtuous. 

Roeb. A Lady of Eighteen! Good——Beautifut !. 
Better —— Witty! Beſt of all.—— Now with theſe 
three Qualifications, if ſhe be nicely virtuous, then. 
Ill henceforth adore every thing that wears a Petti- 
coat——Witty and Virtuous! Ha, ha, ha! Why, 
*tis as inconſiſtent in Ladies as Gentlemen; and were 
I to debauch one for a Wager, her Wit ſhould be my 
Bawd, Core, come, the forbidden Fruit was 
pluck'd from the T ree of Knowledge, Boy. 

Lowe. Right— But there was a cunninger- 
Devil than you to tempt. —Pl aſſure you, 
George, your Rhetorick wou'd fail you here 3 3 the 
wou'd worlt you at your own Weapons. © 

' Reeb. Ay, or any Man in England, if ſhe be Figh- 
teen, as you ſay. 

Love. Have a care, Friend, this Satyr will get you 
torn in Pieces by the Females ; you'll. fall. i into Ore 
pheus's Fate. | 
: Reeb. Orpheus was a RocKhend; and deſerv'd his 

ate, | 

Love. Why ? 

| Roth. Becauſe he went to Hell for a Wife | 

Love. This happens right [ Aide] —But 
you ſhall go to. Heav'n for a Miſtreſs, you ſhall court 
this Divine 'Creature I don't defire you to- 
fall in Love with her; I don't intend you ſhould 
marry her-neither : But you muſt be convinc'd of the 
_ Chaſtity of the Sex; tho” if you ſhould conquer her, 
the Spoil, you Rogue, will be glorious, and infinitely 
worth the Pains in Wing: 


Beck, 
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Roeb. Ay, but Ned, my Circumſtances, my Cir- 
cumitances.. | WARE 
Lowe. Come, you: ſhan't want Money. NL 
Roeb. 'Then I dare attempt it, Money 1s the Si- 
news of Love, as of War. Gad, Friend, thou art 
the braveſt Pimp I ever heard of-——Well, -give 
me DireGtions to. ſail by, the Name of my Port, 
=> my Pockets, and then for the Cape of Good 
Tope. | 
Pp ; BN You need no Direftiens as to the manner of 
Courtſhip. ED I 
Roeb. Nog. I have ſeen ſome few Principles, on 
which my Courtſhip's founded. which ſeldom fail. 
To let a Lady rely upon my Modeſty, but to-depend 
myſelf altogether upon my Impudence ; to uſe a 
Miſtreſs like a Deity in publick, but like a Woman 
in private: To be as cautious then of aſking an im- 
pertinent Queſtion, as. afterwards of telling a Story; 
_ remembring, that the Tongue is the only Member 
that can't hurt a Lady's Honour, though touch'd to the 
tendereſt Part. HE | | 
| Leoeve. Oh! but to a Friend, George ;. you'll tell a 
Friend your Succeſs Se Ns 
Roeb. No, not to her very ſelf; it muſt be as pri- 
vate as Devotion——No babbliag, unleſs a ſquawl- 
ing Brat peeps out to tell Tales ————— But where 
les my Courſe ? EI eb 
Love. Bruſh ſhall ſhew you the Houſe; the Lady's 
. Name 1s £vcinda; her Father and Mother dead ; ſhe's 
Heireſs to Twelve Hundred a Year: But above all, 
obſerve this ; She has a Page, which you muſt get on 
your fide ; *Ths a very pretty Boy ; 1 preſented him 
_to the Lady about a Fortnight ago ; he's your Coun- 


_ tryman too ; he brought me a Letter from my Siſter,, 


which I have about me.————— ticre, you may 
read 1t. ES DOT WETY) 

Reeb. Ay, *tis her Hand; I know it well; and 1 
almoſt bluſh to ſee it, 77 


[ Reads. | 
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| FReads ] Dear Brother, | | 
3 Lady of my. Acquaintance lately djing, begs” 4. me, 
| as her laft Requeſt, to provide for this Boy,' who 
eavas her Page : I hope I have obeyd my Friend's laft 
Command,” and oblig'd a Brother, by ſending him to 
you, Pray diſpoſe f him as much as you can for his 
Advantage. All Friends are well, and Þ am 


Your affeRtionate Siler, Leanthe.. 


[Phil be reads, Lovewell zalks ro Bruſh, and: 
gives him ſome Dire&tzons ſeemingly, 


All Friends are well : Ts that all ? Not a word of 

r Roebuck———=1 wonder ſhe mention'd no- 
thivg of my Misfortunes to her Brother. But ſhe has. 
forgot me already. True Woman ſtill ——>———Well, 
1 may excuſe her, for I am making all the Haſte I can 
| to forget her. 

Lowe. Be ſure you have an Eye upon him, and 
come to me preſently at Widow Bulfnch's 
[To Bruſh.] Well, George, you won't com- 
municate your Succeſs ? [ Aide. 
Roth. You may gueſs what you pleaſe I'm 
as merry after a Miſtreſs as after a. Bottle, Alt 
Air; brim full of Joy, like a Bumper of Claret,. 
ſmiling and fparkling. 

Love. Then you'll certainly run over, 

; Roeb, No, no, nor ſhall I drink to any Body, — 
[ Exeunt pile 

SCENE changes to a Dining-room in Widow Bul- 
finch*'s Houſe, a Flute, Much book upon the Table ; 


Caſe of Toys hanging up. 


Enter Rigadoon the Dancing-Maſter, leading in Mock- 
_ mode J, both hands; as teaching him the Minuet ;. 
ht fings, and Mockmode- dances aukwardly ; Club. 
follows. | | 
Rig. WOE of WIS 07  RIEDDY cue 
Tal——dal—dah——deral——Coupe ON 
ral 


—— _ pr 


'Fal--- dal 


and with a Cadence. 


_ Beaux paſs on a SH0x- 
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deral—— Very well—-dal derat—=— Wrong: — 
deral——Toes out —Tal-——dal-— 
deral Obſerve Time: Very well indeed, 
Sir ; you ſhall dance as well as any Man in England; 
you have an excellent Diſpoſition in your Limbs, 
Sir, Obſerve me, Sir. 

| Here the Maſter dances a new Minuet 3 and at every 

Cut Club makes an aukward Imitation by leaping up. 
And ſo forth, Sir. 

Meck. 'm afraid we ſhall diſturb my Landlady. 

Rig. Landlady! You muſt have a-care of that; 
ſhe'll never pardon you. ——Landlady ! Every Wo- 
man, from a Counteſs to a Kitchen-wench, is Ma- 
_— - and every Man, from a Lord to a Lacquey, 

ir 

Meck, Muft I then loſe my Title of *Squire, 'Squire 


| Meockmode ? 


Rig. By all means, vr, Squire and Fool are the 
fame. thing here. | 

Mock. That's very codical, fafth -But is there 
an A&t of Parliament for that, Mr. Rigadoon ? 
Well, ſince I can't be 'a *Squire, I'il do as well; I 


have a great Eſtate, and want only to be a preat 


Bean to qualify me either for a Knight or a Lord. By 
the Univerſe, I have a great Mind to bind myſelf 
*Prentice to # Beau Cou'd I but dance well, 
puth well, play upon the Flute, and ſwear the mioſt 
modiſh Oaths, I wou'd ſet up for Quality with e'er a 
young Nobleman of *em all Pray what are 


the moſt faſhionable Oaths in Town ? Zoons, I take 


it, 18 a very becoming one. 

' Rig. Zoons is only us'd by the diſbanded Officers 
and: Bullies : But Zauns 3s the Deaux TrOnunclation, 

| Meck, Zauns. 

Club. Zauns. 
. Rig. Yes, Sir, we ſwear 'as we dance; $ ſmooth, 
Zauns! "Tis harmonious, 
and- pleaſes the Ladies, becauſe *tis ſoft. ZLauns, 
Madam ———1s the only Compliment « our- great 


Mech. 
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Mock. But ſuppoſe a Lady Tpeaks' to me, what muſt 
I-fay £1: 

Rig. Nothing, Girowa-yol muſt rake $nuſh, grin; 
and make her an humble- Cringe — Thus 

[Me bows | Foppiſhly, and takes Snuſh ; Mockmode 

 [2mitates him aukwardly; and taking Snuſp, Jneczes. 

Rig. O Lard, Sir, you muſt never ſneeze; tis as 
unbecoming after Orangeree, as Grace after Meat. 

Mock. I thought People took it to clear the Brain. 

Rig. The Beaux have no Brains at all, Sir; their 
Skull is.a perfe&t Snuſh-box ; and I heard a Phyſician 
ſwear, who open'd one of %em, that the three Divi- 
fions of his Head were fill'd with Graqgeove, I__ 
mot, and Plain Spaniſh. 

Mock, Zauns, I muſt ſneee——[Sneexe.] 
Bleſs me. 

Rig. Ovifie, Mr. Mockmode ! What a ruftical Ex- 
prefi on that is! ——Bleſs me ! You ſhou'd upon 
all ſuch Occaſions cry, Dem me. You would be as 
nauſeous to the Ladies, as one of the old. rm if 
you us'd that obſolete Expreſſion. | 

Club. I find. that going to the Devil is very riodifh 
in this Town, Prov, Maſter roo oo: 3 
what Religion may theſe Beaux be of? _ 

Rig. A ſort of Indians in their Religion,. they wor- 
ſhip the firſt thing they ſee in the ornLNg:- 

Meck. What's that, Sir? - 
| Rig. Their own Shadows in the Glaſs; and fine 
of 'em ſuch Helliſh Faces, that way frighten *em into 
otion. | 


- Meck,. Then they are Indians ri ight, for they v wor- 
ſhip the Devil. 
Rig. Then you ſhall be as great a Beau as any of 
'em. But you muſt be ſure to mind your Dancing. 
Meck, Is not Muſick very convenient too ? I 
can play the Bel/s and Mazrden Fair already. Alamire, 
Befabemi, Ce/olfa,  Delaſol, Ela, Effaut, Geſolreut. I 
have *em all by heart already. But I have been pla- 
gully pengl a about the Seymology of theſs we 
| a2 
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and certainly a Man cannot arrive at any Perfeftion, 
unleſs he underftands the Derivation of the Terms. 
Rig. O Lard, Sir! That's eaſy. Efaut and Geſol- 
reut were two famous German Muſicians, and the reſt 
were 1talians. k 
Meck. But why are they only ſeven?  __ 
Rig. From a prodigious great Baſs-Viol with ſeven, 
Strings, that play'd a Jig, calld the Mvufick . of the 
| ny - The ſeven Planets were nothing but Fiddle- 
rings. | 
| Mack. Then your Stars have made you a Dancing- 
Maſter ? | | | x 
Rig. O Lard, Sir! Pythagoras was. a Dancing-Ma- 
ſter ; he ſhews the Creation to be a Country Dance, 
where, after ſome Antick Changes, all the Parts fell 
anto their Places, and there they ſtand ready, till the 
next Squeak of a Philoſopher's Fiddle ſets them a 
dancing: apait_ EEE x 
__ C46. Sir, here comes the Puſhing-Maſter. _. 
Rig. Then Þ'll be gone. But you muſt have a care 
of puſhing, 'twill ſpoil the Niceneſs of your Steps. 
Learn a Flouriſh or two; and that's all a Beau can 
have Occaſion for. _ | ES Ing 
= Enter Nimblewriſt. EE. 
Mock. Oh, Mr. Nimblewrift! T crave you ten 
thouſand Pardons, by the Univerſe. EE Cs 
Nimb. That was a home Thruſt. Good Sir, 1 
hope you're for a Breathing this Morning. [Takes 
down a Foil.) Pll affare you, Mr. Mockmode, you 
will make an excellent Swordſman ; you're as well 
ſhap'd for Fencing as any Man in Exrope. The Duke 
of Burgundy is juſt of your Make; he puſhes the fi- 
neſt of any Man in France.———Sa, ſa——— like 
Lightning. pi Ts 
Mock. I'm much in love with Fencing : But, 1 
think, Backſword is the beſt Play, | We 
__. Nimb, Oh Laird, Sir ! ——Have you eyer been 1 
France, Sir ? | | 


Mock, No, Sir; but I underſtand the Geography 
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of it. ———France is bounded on the North with 


the Rhzne. | | | 

- Nimb, No, Sir; a Frenchman is bounded on the 
| North with Quart, on the South with Tierce, and. 
ſo forth. *Tis a noble Art, Sir; and every one that 
wears a Sword is oblig'd by his Tenure to learn. 'The 
Rules of Honour are engrav'd on my Hilt, and my 
Blade muſt maintain *em. My Sword's my Herald, 
and the bloody Hand my Coat of Arms. L 

Mack. And how long have you profeſs'd this noble 
Art, Sir ? | EL | 

Nimb, Troly, Sir, I ſerv'd an Apprenticeſhip to 
this Trade, Sir. | RE ok 

Mock. What, are ye a Corporation then ? 
| Ninb. Yes, Sir; the Surgeons have taken us into 
theirs, becauſe we make ſo much Work for *'em.—-« 
But, as I was tclling you, Sir, I profeſs'd this Sci- 
ence till the Wars broke out; but then, when every 
body got Commiſſions, I put in for one, ſerv'd the 
Campaigns in Flanders; and when the Peace broke 
out, was diſbanded ; ſo, among a great many other 
poor Rogues, am forc'd to betake to my old Trade. 

ow the publick QuarreVs ended, I live by private 
ones. A live ſtill by dying,. as the Song goes, Sir.. 
While we have Eng/i/þ Courage, French Honour, and 
Spaniſh Blades among us, I ſhall live, Sir. | 

Mock. Surely your Sword and Skill did the King 
preat Service abroad. - Fo 
_ Nimb. Yes, Sir; I killd above fifteen of our own. 
Officers by private Duels in the Camp, Sir ; kill'd '*em 
fairly ; killd %em thus,, Sir—Sa, fa, fa, fa, Parry,. 
OY s PO feroonr— 

| [He puſhes Mockmode on the Ribs; he firikes Nim- 
 _ blewriſt ower the Head, and breaks the Foil. 

Club. What's the Name of that Thruſt, pray, Sir ? 
_ Nimb. Oh Lard, Sir! he did not touch me, not 
in the leaſt, Sir, the Foil was crack'd, a palpable 
Crack, [ Blood runs down. his Face, 


Club. A very palpable Crack; truly, Your Skull is 
Mock be: 


only crack'd, palpably crack'd, that's all, 


us AED HD eo ee 


_ perfect Yntipodes to other Men's, 


| his Bow, Sir. 


muſt be hang'd for you. 


32 Love and a Bottle. 
Meck, Well, :Sir, "if «you pleaſe to teach me my 
Honours. ——— My Dancing-maſter has forbid me 
any more, leſt I ſhould diſcompoſe my Steps. —_ 
_ Nimb, Your Dancing-maſter is a Blockhead, Sir. 
| Enter Rigadoon, 2s 
Rig. 1 forgot my Gloves, and ſo bn 
Mock. Oh Sir! he calls you Blockhead, by the 


Univerſe. | | 
Rig. Zauns, Sir [ Fofpiſhly. 
= [ Blutſbly 


" * 


| Nimb, Zoons, Sir- 
_ Rig. TI have more Wit in the ſole of my Foot, than 
you have in your whole Body. TOM 

Nimb. Ay, Sir, you Caperers dance all your 
Brains into your Heels, which makes you carry ſuch 


_ empty Noddles. Your Rational's: revers'd, carryin 


your Underſtandings in your Legs. Your Wit 1s the 
Rig. And what are you, good Monfieur, fa, ſa? 
Stand upon your Guard, Mr. Moc&mode, he's the great- 
eſt falſifier in his Art; he'll fill your Head ſo tull of 
French Principles of Hononr, that you won't have one 
of Honeſty left. His Breaſt-plate there he calls the 
Butt of Honour ; at which all the Fools in the King- 
dom ſhoot, and not one can hit the Mark. © 
Nimb. You talk of Robin Hood, who never ſhot in 
You Dancers are the Battledoors of 
the Nation, that toſs the light foppiſh Shuttlecocks to 
and agen, to get yourſelves in heat. —— Have a care, 


Mr, Mockmode; this Fellow will make a mere Graf- 


hopper of you. — Sir, you're the grand Pimp to Fop- 


| pery and Lewdneſs; and the Devil and a_ Dancing- 


maſter, dance a Corante over the whole Kingdom. 
Rig. A Pimp, Sir ! What then, Sir ? I engage Cou- 
ples into the Bed of Love, but you match em into 
the Bed of Honour. We only juggle People out of 
their Chaſtity, but you. cheat em out of their Lives, 


| We ſhall have you, Mr. Meockmode, grinning» in the 


Bed of Honour, as if you Jaugh'd at -the-Fool who 
Which is beſt, Mr. Nin-. 
8/cwwrift, an eaſy Minuet, or a Tyburn Jigg ? 4 
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 Nimb, Don't provoke my Sword, Sir, leſt that 
Art you fo revile ſhou'd revenge itſelf ; for eve 
one of you that live by Dancing, ſhou'd die by Te 
ing, vir. | 
%, . And every Man- that lives by Puſhing, ſhow's 
wy Jancing, I take it. 

Nimb. Zoons, Sir ! What I've mean ? 

ay. Nothin » Sir meltu——=ilal 


deral—— 
.Mr. Mockmodt ; 
this runs away with all the great Fortunes in Town. 
Tho? you be a Fool, a Fop, a Coward, dance well, 
and you captivate the Ladies. The moving a Man's 
Limbs pliantly, does the Buſineſs. If you want a 
Fortune, come to me——Tal——da—deral—— 
[ Dances, 
Nimb. No, no, to me, Sir=ifh, ſa,——does your 
Buſineſs ſooneſt with a Weman : A clean and manly 
Extenſion of all your Parts— Ha—Carrying a true 
Point 1s the Matter. —— Sa, fa, ſa, ſa, Defend, youre 
ws |  [Pubing at Rigadoon, who dances and 
[t- eb ' retiring of” the Stage. © | 


| Enter Bullfinch, | 
Bull. O Goodneſs! What a Room's hed! Could 
not Fellows wipe their Feet before they came up? 
And here's ſuch a tripping and ſuch a ſtamping, that 
they have broke down all the Cieling. You Dancing 
and Fencing-maſters have been the Downfal of many 
Houſes. Get out of my Doors ; my Houſe was never 
in ſuch a Pickle, ——You Country Gentleman, new- | 
ly-come' to London, like your own Spaniels out of a 
Pond, muft be ſhaking the Water off, and beſpatter 
every Body about you. —— 
. {Mockmode hawing taken Snuſh, offering to 
fneeze, Bikes 1 in her F ace. 


Ack. Zauns, Madam, [Sneexes. ]— Bles me !— 
Dem me, I mean. © 


_ Bull. He's tainted. - Theſe curſed Flies have blown 
| _—_ Wk already. | 


Alech, 8a, fa Las DeferdFixhkomads; Mites: 
Bull, 
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Bull. Ah, Mr. Mockmode, my Puſhing and Dancing 
Days are Joke : But I had a Son, Mr. Mockmode, that 
wou'd match you——Ah, my poor Robin! He dy'd 
of an Apoplexy : He was as pretty a young Man as 
ever ſtep'd into a black Leather Shoe : He was as like 
you, Mr. Mockmode, as one Egg is like another he 
dy'd like an Angel — —— But I am fure- he might 
have recover'd but for the Phyficians Oh: theſe 
Doctors, theſe Doors ! 

Mock. Bleſs the DoRors, I ſay; for 1 believe they 
Kill'd my honeſt old Father. \ 

Bull. Ay, that's true : If my Robin had left me an 
Eſtate, I ſhou'd have ſaid ſo too. [ Cries, 

Mock. Zauns, Madam you muſt not be melancholy, 
Madam. 

_ Bull. Well, Sir, 1 hope you'll give us the Beverage 
of your fine Cloaths. PII affure you, Sir, they fit you 
very well, and I like your Fancy mightily. 

Mock, Ay, ay, Madam. But what's moſt modiſ 
for Beverage ? For, I ſuppoſe, the Faſhion of that al- 
ters always with the Cloaths, 

Bull, The Taylors are the beſt Judges of that— 
Champaigne, I ſuppoſe. 

Meck. Ts Champaigne a Taylor ? Now, methinks, 
that were a fitter Name for a Wig-maker——I think 
they call my Wig a Champaigne. 

Bull. You're clear out, Sir, clear out. | Champaigne 
is a fine Liquor, which all your great Beaux drink to 
make em witty. 

Mock. Witty! Oh, by the Univerſe, I muſt be wit- 
y. PII drink nothing elſe, I never was witty in all 

my Life, I love Jokes dearly. Here, Club, bring 

us a Bottle of what d'ye call it ; the witty Liquor. 

_ __ Bull. But I thought all you that were bred at the 

 Vniverſity ſhou'd *be Wits naturally. 

Mock, The quite contrary, Madam, there's no ſuch 
_ thing there. We dare not have Wit there, for fear 

of being counted Rakes. Your ſolid Philoſophy 1s s 

read there, which is clear another thing. But now [ 

will be a Wit, by the Univerſe, 1 min, get a we” 
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ed with the great Poets, Landlady,'you muſt introduce 


mo..." "81y- 
' Bull, Oh dear me, Sir; wou'd you ruin me? I 
introduce you ! No Widow dare be ſeen with a Poet, 
for Fear ſhe ſhou*d be thought to keep him. 
| » Mock, Keep him! What's that? They keep nothing 
but Sheep in the Country : I hope they don't fleece the 
Wits ? Pee | 
Bull. Alas, Sir, they have no Fleeces; there's a 
at Cry, but little Wool. However, if you wou'd 
oy acquainted with the Poets, I can prevail with a 
Gentleman of my Acquaintance to introduce you ; tis 
one Lewvewell, a fine Gentleman that comes here ſome- 
eitned...* 25 4 Ns On | 
Mock. Lowewwell! By the Univerſe, my Rival: 1 
heard of him in the Country : This puts me in mind 
of my Miſtreſs — Zauns, I'm certainly become a 
Beau already; forI was ſo in Love with myſelf, I 
quite forgot her. I have a Note in my Pocket- 
book to find her out by. ——— 
[ Pulls eut a large Pocket-book ; turning over the 
- Leaves, reads to himſelf. 5 
Six-pence for waſhing —T'wo-pence to the Maid. 
| —Six-pence for Snuſh One Shilling for Butter'd 
Ale. ——By the Univerſe, I have loſt the DireCtions. 
— Hark ye, Madam, does this ſame Lovexve/! 
come often here, ſay you ? OW cok EY 
Bull. Yes, Sir, very often——— There's a Lady of 
his Acquaintance, a Lodger in the Houſe juſt now. 
Mock. A Lady of his Acquaintance, a Lodger in 
rac Houſe 'juſt now ; of his Acquaintance, do you 
ay ? 2 | 
Bull. Yes, and a pretty Lady too, 
Meck. And he comes often here, you ſay. By the 
Univerſe ! ſhou'd I happen to lodge in the ſame Houſe 
with my Miſtreſs : T gad, it muſt be the ſame. Can 
you tell the Woman's Name ?——Stay Is her 
Name Lucinda ? | | 7 
Bull. Perhaps it. may, . Sir ; but I believe ſhe's a 
Widow, for ſhe has a young Son, and I'm ſure tis 


legi- 


\ ad 2p 


KB 


+--& 


| . Meck, i the Untverſe, I don” t SEE whether 
i} - my yy is Maid or Widow : But if a Widow, fo 
OP the better; for all your London Widows are de- 
viliſh rich, they ay. She came in a Coach, did ſhe 
Not, Madam? ©, © | 
Bull. Yes, Sir, Cc 
_. Meck, Then'tis infallibly ſhe, ———Does ſhe not al- 
ways go out in her Coach ? 

Bull, She has not ſtir'd abroad ſince he came, Sir, 
bh Meck, Oh,.I was told ſhe was very reſerv'd, tho 
 *tis very much of a Widow. I have often heard my 

Mother ſay, that fitting at home and Silence were very 
becoming in a Maid ; and ſhe has often chid my Siter 
Dereothy for gadding out to the Meadows, and tumbling 
AMEN the | Our with the Hay-makers. I gad, I'm 
| {tt lucky. Son of a. Whore ; I was wrapt in the 
Taal of my Mother” s Smock, Landlady. 
Enter Servant. 

Ty Oh, but this Lady, Sir— 
_ .., Ser. Madam, here's a Caloian below wants to 
Foc! with you inſtantly, 

Bull. With me, Child! Sir, I'll wait on you in a 

- Minute. [Exit wwith Servant, 

©. Enter Club ewith Wine and Glaſſes. 

, Wech, Is. that the witty Liquor? Come, fill the 

Glaſſes: Now that I have found my Miſtreſs, I muſi 
next find my Wits. 

. , Club. Sq you had need, Maſter ; for they that find 

a Miſtreſs, Are generally out of their Wits. —— —— 

[ Gives him a Glajs. 

Mock, Come, fill yourſelf. [They jingle and drink. 

| But where's the Wit now, Con ? Have you awry” 

Club. 1 pad, Maſter, I thin 'tis a ve 

Meck. What? T0" 

Club. What! why drinking. You'll find, Maſter, 

that this ſame Gentleman in the Straw Doublet, thi 


3 fame 


ſame Will *:3' Whiſp, is a Wit at the Bottom. [F:lls 
——_ Here, here, Maſter; how it puns and 
quibbles in the Glaſs! ' FOO GCE 7 
Mock. By the Univerſe, now I have it; the Wit 
lies in-the Jingling : All Wit confiſts moſt in Jingling. 
Hear how the Glaſſes rhime to one another. | 
Club. What, Maſter, are thefe Wits ſo apt to claſh ? 
NES XL [Fingles the Glaſſes. 
Mock. Oh by the Univerſe, by the Univerſe, this 
is Wit. [Breaks 'em.] My Landlady is in the right. 
————] have often heard there was Wit in breaking 
Glaſſes. It would be a very good Joke to break the 

Flaſk now. *' | EEE ao ERA. Fs 

Club. I find then that this ſame Wit is very brittle 
_ Ware.——But I think, Sir, *twere no Joke to ſpill- 
the Wine. - . +: [Po N02 It 
Mock. Why, there's the Jeſt, Sirrah; all Wit con- 

fiſts in loſing ; there was never any Thing got by't. I 
fancy this ſame Wine is all ſold at Ws Coffee -houſe, 
Do you know the Way thither, Sirrah? I long to ſee 
Mr. Comick and Mr. Tagrhime, with the reſt of *em. 
I wonder how they look ! Certainly theſe Poets muſt 
have ſomething extraordinary in their Faces. Of all 
the Rarities in the Town, I long to ſee nothing more 
than the Poets, and Bedlam.————Come in, Cluby I 
_ muſt go praftiſe my Honours— Tal—dal — deral— 
. ALI 43 [Exit dancing, and Club toping. 
Enter Lovewell and Bullfinch. The 
Bull. Oh Mr. Lowewell! you come juſt in the 
Nick; I was ready to ſpoil all, by telling him ſhe 
was a Stranger, and juſt now come. MS TS: 
Lowe. Well, dear Madam, be cautious for- the fu-' 
ture ; *tis the moſt fortunate Chance that ever befe!' 
me. *Twere convenient we had the other Lodyers of 
our Side. | 1 1 FEM (8 
| Bull. There's no Body but Mr. Lyrick; and you 
_ as ſafely tell a Secret over a Groaning-Cheeſe, as 
to him, . $0 Rt LÞ 


Love. How ſo? 


/ 
y 


G | Bull. 
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. Bull. Why, you muſt know, that he has been ly- 
ing-in theſe four Months of a Play; and he has Do | 
all the Mules about him; a Parcel of the mot tatcling 
Goihps. 

Lows, Come, come; no. Done, Words ;. but, to our 
Buſineſs. I will certainly reward you. But have- you. | 
any. good Hopes of its fycceeding ?: | 

Bull, Very well of the *Squire's Side. But I'm a- 
frajd your Widow will never play ber Pazt, ſhe's fo 
ankward, and ſo: ſullen. : | 

Lowe, Go you. ard inſtru her, while E. manage Af. 
fairs abroad. 

* Bull. She's always raving of one Roebuck. Prithee, 
who 15 this ſame Roebuck ?P— Ah Mr. Lowezvell, I'm 

afraid this. Widow - of yours 15 ſomething, elſe. at: the 
Bottom ; I'm'afraid there has been a Dog 1 in the Well. 


* [Exit 
: Enter Bruſh. | 
Lowe. So, Sirrah! where, have. you left the Gentle- 
man ? 
Bruſh. In a Friend's Houſe, Sir, 
Love. What Friend ? 
: Brb. Why, a Tavern, 
| Lowe. What took him there? 
+ Aru. A. Coech, Sir. 
. Lowe. How d'ye mean ? 
 _ Bruſh. A Coach and Six, Sir ; no leſs, PII aſſure 
you, Ps -- 

Love; A Coach and Six ! 1 | 

Brufs. Ves, Sir,, fix Whores and a carted Bawd: 
_ He pick'd 'em all up.im the. Street, and-is gone with 
this. ſplendid Retinue into the Sun. by Cavent-Gardzy. 
I'a&&'d him what he meant? He teld me, that he on- 
ly wanted. to whet, when the, very: Sight of *em. turn'd 
my Stomach. 

Love, The Fellow-will-have big Swing, tho? he hang 
far't, However, run to him, and bid hin take the 
Name of Mockmode ; call himſelf Mockmode upon all 
Occaſions ; and tell him that. he ſhall find: me bere a- 
bout Four in the Afternoon—Aſft no Queſtions, but 


fly 


RI : "P 
Love and &BotHe- NEL 
fly——So: — His ufurping that Name gives Bim a 
Title to court Latmda, by which't ſhaft diſcqver Her 
Inclination to:\|Exi# Bruſh. ] this M-ckmode, whofe come 
ing to. Town has certainly occafion'd her Quarrel with 
me; while I ſer the Honnd hinfelf upon” a wrong 
Scent, and; ten- to-one provide for Miſtrefs Trudge by the 
Bargain. *Tis fai& one can't be” a Friend "and' a 
Lover. Es Pr om 


But oppoſite to that, this Plot ſhall OR modes 
Pl forve my Priend by wuhet affifts my Love. [Fxit, 


The End of the Secoitd A. 
CASES II II ECEIIILILEISDS SA 
ACT:  - 
SCENE, Lucinda's Houſe. 
Enter Leanthe ola, dre/d like a Page. _ 


\ FEthinks this Livery ſuits #1 my Birth; but Sla 
" 1VL to Love, I muſt not diſobey ; his Service is 
hardeſt Vaſſalage, forcing the Powers divine to ſay 
_ their Godlhips: down to be more Gods, more happy 
here below. —— Thus I, poor Wanderer, have 1cft my 
Country, diſguis'd myfelf ſo much, 1 hardly know 
whether this Habit, or my Love, be blindeft; to fol- 
low one, perhaps, who loves me not,. tho" every Breath. 
of his foft Words was Paiſton, and every Accent Love. 
Oh Reebuck! eng nans%  * 
ALY * Enter Roebuck. ** © | 
Roeb. This is the Page, Love's Link-Boy, that 
muit light me the Way.-—— How now, pretty Boy; 
has your Lady beaten yon? ha!—— This Lady muſt 
be a Venus, for ſhe has got a Cupid in her Family. 


ve 
e 
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*Tis a wondrous pretty Boy———-[Leanthe'/arts, and 
| fares at him.] but a very comical Boy—— What the 


Devil does he ftare at? 


G 2 | Lean. 


very wife in returning Gold- 
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Lean. Oh Heav'ns ; is the Obje& real, or are my 
Eyes falſe ? Is that Roebuck, or am I Leanthe? I'm 
afraid he's not the ſame; and too ſure 'm not my- 
ſelf- | | [/ eeps. 
* Reeb, What Offence could ſuch pretty Innocence 
commit, to deſerve a Puniſhment to make you cry? 
Lean. Oh Sir! a wondrous Offence. | | 
Roeb. What was it, my Child? - 
4 —_ I prick'd my Finger with a Pin, -till I made it 
eed. ; OY oy al 
_ Reeb. Such little Boys as you ſhould have a Care of 
ſharp Things. | . 
Lean. Indeed, Sir, we ought; for it prick'd me fo 
deep, that the Sore went to my very Heart. 
 Roeb. Poor Boy! here's a Plaiſter for your ſore Fin- 
pi mmmmrnmmnn SD | [Grwes him Gold. 
Lean, Sir, you had beſt keep it for a ſore Finger. | 
PEN 3 [ Returns it. 
| Roeb. © my Conſcience the Boy's witty, but not 
Come, come, you 
ſhall take it. Forces it reg him and kiſſes him. 
Lean. That's the fitter Cure for my ſore Finger. — 
The ſame dear Lips ſtill. Oh that the Tongue within 
them were as true! _ | Afiae. 
Reeb. By Heav'ns, this Boy has the ſofteſt Pair of 
Lips I ever taſted, I ne'er found before, that Ladies 
kiſs'd their Pages ; but now if this Rogue were not too 
young, I ſhou'd ſuſpe& he were before-hand with me. 
I gad, I muſt kiſs him again — Come, you ſhall 
take the Money. | | [Kifjes. 
Lean. Oh how he bribes me into Bribery !— 
But what muſt I do with this Money, Sir ? 
© Roeb. You muſt get alittle Miſtreſs, and treat her 
with it.  aftcf 
Lean. Sir, 1 have one Miſtreſs already; and they 
ſay, no Man can ſerve. two Maſters, much leſs two 
Miſtreſfes. How many Miſtreſſes have you, pray ? 
| Roeb. Urvh! I gad the Boy has pos'd me——How 
many, Chiid ? Why, let me ſee, There was Mrs. 
Mary, irs. Margaret, Mrs, Lucy, Mrs. Suſan, Mrs, Fu- 
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dy, and ſo forth ; to the Number of five and twenty, or 
thereabouts. | | | ; 

Lean. Oh ye Powers! and did you love %em all ? 

Roeb. Yes, deſperately. I wou'd have drank 
and fought for: any one of them : I have ſworn and 
lyd to every one of *em, and have lain with '*em all : 
That's for your Encouragement, Boy, learn betimes, 
Youth ; young Plants ſhould bc water'd. Your Smock- 
Face was made for a Chamber-Utenfil. _ 

Lean. And did hot one eſcape ye? 

Reeb. Yes, one did; the Devil take her. 

Lean,. What, don't you love her then ? 
Reeb. No, faith ; but I bear her an amorous Grudge 
ſtill ; ſomething between Love and Spight.——1 cou'd 
kill her with Kindneſs. ES Wa | 

Lean. I don't believe it, Sir ; you cou'd not be ſo 
hard-hearted ſure: Her honourable Paſſion, I think, 
ſhou'd pleaſe you beft. , | 
Reb. © Child! Boys of your Age are continually 
_ reading. Romances, filing your Heads with that old 
Bombaſt of Love. and Honour : But when you come 
to my Years, you'll underſtand better 'Things. 

Lean, And muſt I be a falſe treacherous Villam, 
when I come. to your Years, Sir? Is Falſhood and 
 Perjury eflential to the perfett State of Manhood ? 

Reoeb. Pſhaw, Children and old Men always talk 
thus foolithly=——You underfiand nothing, Boy. 

Lean, Yes, Sir,'l have been in Love, and much more 
than you, 1 perceive. - 

Reeb. It appears then, that there's no Service in the 
World ſo educating to a Boy as a I ady''————BÞPy 
Jeve, this Spark may be older than I imagine. Hark 
ye, Sir ; do you never pull of your Lady's Shoes and 
Stockings ? Do you never reach her the Pin- 
cuſhion ? Do you never ſit on her Bed-fide, and ſing to 
her? Ha!——— Come. tell me, that's my good 
Boy.- | | | [ Makes much of him. 
Lean. Yes, I do ſing her aſleep ſometimes, 
| Reeb. But do you never waken her again ? 


G 3 Fas, | 


_ 
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.Zzan,;Noz but :1- conſtantly wake myſelf; my 


Reft's always diſturbed by Viſions of the Devil. 


-Roeb. Who: wou'd: amagine -now, that this young 
Shaver, .cou'd dream; of a Woman fo '{oon ? But 
what Songs does your Lady delight in moſt? 

1 Lean Pailonase _ wad AIRY FE Ins of 'em, 


if you'll 


ſtay. - 
Babb. With all my. Heat,. my little Cherubim. The 
Rogue i is fond of CRY his Pars AO begin. 


A SONG: _—_ 9 Me. Rickard 


' this Ble ed are Lentil in Difgnife 1 
Like God's they ſee, 
1 Me: ev thee: nf 
Unſeen by human Eyes, 
' Expos'd to View, 


| The Dark conceals me; 1 
ir - Lowe reweals Mmez . x 
Love, awbich _ me by it its | Flane, 


| IT. 
ere you wot ot falh, you. me would hnow ; 
 - For the” your: Eyes | 


«© Coutd mt deviſe, 


_ \ Dame Heart had told you Fy 
— cur Heart Wwou'd beat 
| Ard me by Sympathy TY find : ; 


True Love might /ee 


-.. One chang'd like me, 


t Foſs: Lowe 1s only Ain. 


"Anouk Oh Inplietls Angel in a Yoke and Shove fon 
Ik fles bur.) 1-cou'd with myſelf a Femate for thy 


_ Sake. 


Lear, 
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Lezn, You're much berter as you are 'for 'my 'Sake. 
| Rveb. Or if thou wert a Wothan, Twon'd———— 
Lean. What would yon? marry met? wou'd you 
marry me? Ib ihe pd 
| Reeb. Marry you, Child! nv, no; T'tbve you t60 
well for that, you ſhou'd not have my Hand, 'but all 
- my Body at 'ohce.———But tv' our Bufinefs + Ts your 
Lady at home 2 nh ha | OS” 
| Lean. My Lady ! What Buſineſs have you with my 
les RT cc. ii a. 
_ Don't afk. Queſtions. You know Mr, Lowg- 
ewell. $ po 
Lean, Yes, very well. .He's my great Friend, and 
one I wou'd ſerve above all the Wortd; ——=but his 
Siſter. . ; BE he oP IIS 5 
Roeb. His Sifter !=——Ha, that gives me a Twinge 
for my Sin. Pray, Mr. Page, was Leanthe. weil 
when you Rent ber? [Dn nn et TIOWSS, .- 
| Lean, Yes, Sir ; but wondrous melancholy, by the 
' Departure of a dear Friend'of her's to-another World. 
oeb, O that was the Perſon mentjon'd in her Let- 
_ whoſe Departure occaſion'd your Departure for 
an. That was the Occaſion 'of -my toming, too 
ſure, Sir : ——— Qh, *twas a dear Friend to me! the 
Lofs makes me wenp. on oat Wo , 
Roeb. Poor tender-hearted Creatufe! ——=—=-But. 1 
ſtill find there was not a Word of me, Pray, 
as Boy, let your Miſtreſs know, here's one'to wait 
. on Her. W.5S 4 ab IN S. am | 
| Lean. Your Buſineſs is from Mr. Lowetvell, I Yup- 
poſe, IT OE SETTLE Q its .* + ral 
Razb, Yes, yes. PTSD OM 
Lan, Then It ps; tb 8 [hom 
Rob. I've thrown my Caſt, and am fairly. in for* : 
But an*t I an impudent Dog ? Had 1 as much Gald 
in may Bfeeches, as Braſs-in-my Face, 1.durſt attempt 
_ _ a whole Nunnery. This Lady-is arepiuted Virtue of 
good Fortune and Quality ; I am a rakehelly Raſca), 
: -q | G 4 | not 


* 
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_ not worth a Groat ; and without any farther Ceremo- 
a am going to debauch her. — But hold ;— 
does not know that P'm this. rakehelly Raſcal ; 
and I know that ſhe's a Woman, one af Eighteen too ; 
| beautiful, witty, O” my Conſcience, upon ſe- 
cond Thoughts, I am not fo very impudent neither. 
Now as to my Management, I'll fiſt try the 
pong Addreſles, and lee if ſhe'll bleed in the ſoft 


"H Lucinda. | 

Luc, Have you any Bus'neſs with me, Sir? 

Roeb. Thus look'd the forbidden Fruit, luſcious and 
tempting. Tis ripe, and will foon fall, if one will 
ſhake the Tree. | [ 4/ige. 
Luc. Have you any Bus "neſs. with me; 2e2-:- -: 

[Comes nearer. 

Reeb. 'Yes.. Madam, the. Bus'nefs. of Maitkind ; to 
adore you—My Love, like my Blood, circulates thro? 
my Veins, and at every Pulie of my Heart, animates 
me with a freſh Pall —rre Loder not, Madam, at 
the Power of your Eyes, whoſe pointed. Darts have 
ftruck, on a young Re 4 tender Hew, hich: they eaſily 
pierced, and which, unaccuſlomed "to Toh . Wounds, 
finds the Smart. more painful. 

[Lean. peeps. }, Oh Traytor !. Job. tick Words he 
ſpake to me. - | 
Lac. ang pa ; I was never. > atiack'd' 3 in all wy 


' Life. , In Love a bo, X98.s ever ſee me 
' before ? Jon. 
Roeb. Never, b 1 Oh, ten thou- 


 fand Times, M am. EN Rl LP: is wie bh in 
my View, either aſleep or.awake, eating or drinking, 
walking, fitting or ſtanding ; alone, or in Company, 
my Fancy wholly feeds LAG our dear Image, and 
_every Thought is you—— Now have I told about 
_ Lyes in a Breath. [ 4/ide. 
| Lue. I ſuppoſe, Sir, you are ſome corniceited young 
Scridbler, who has got.the Benefits of a firſt Play in your 
Pocket, and are now going a F ortane-hunting., 


Reeb, 
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Roeb. But why a Scribbler, 'Madam'*Are my Clektts 
fo coarſe, as if they were ſpun' by thoſe lazy Sphiſtets 
the Muſes? Does the Parting of my Fore-top thew- 
ſo thin, as if it reſembled the two” wierd” Tops'of 
| Parnaſſus? Do you ſee any Thing pecularly whimfſt- 
cal or ill-natur'd 'in my Face'? 7, Rene” Wn more 
ſtrain'd, as if - Foes ge ren 
of thought ? Is there an proudly; 4 
or affetiedly careleſs in _ Dreſs ? Do my Hans 
look like Paper-moths? I think, | Madam, E hve 
nothing tical about me. : 
- - Luc. Yes, Sir, you have Wit enon 1 to talk Bike a 
Fool ; id are Fool enongh totalk ke a Wit; 54155) 
Roeb. You call'd me Poet, Madam, arid I know no6 
better Way of Revenge, than to convince*5ou that I 
am one by my Impu nce—[Offers to kiſs her Hand. 
Luc. Then make me a Copy 'of Verſes "that, 
Sir. : { Hits hins on the Bar; and Bate. 
Io © enrarany, © 06 2500S” 
How &'ye like the Subje&, SF 1 06 any Lin 
Reeb. "'|'isa very copious diie———[ Yittng 
It has made my # olls thine in my Head; * This #t'1s 
to be thought a Poet ;' every” Min miſt be caffing ts 
 Profeflion 1g his Teeth. What! -GoneT 
Lean Ay, ſhe knows TI making 'Verſes requires 
Solitude and Retirement. 3K 
Reeb. She 'certaitily, was afraig} I intended to beg 
Leave to dedicate fomething=—IF ever t make bing 
like a Poetical Fool agam, may I yever receive 
Fayour bat a Subje& for a Copy of Verſes: 
Raeurer Lnckodg. MEE hdd T ba 
$38, I won't difmiſs him thus," for'Fear' he _ 
poon me._—— Well, Sir, have roots thc er Ye 4 
Roeb, Yes, Madam, will you pleafe to read? | \*! 
| [Catcher her and hifſes 5 bir three of foxr Fatt. 
Lean, Oh, Heaven ! | can' never bear je.\— : 295008 
1 muſt deviſe ſome Means to part*em.' ;qen L 
| Luc. Sir, your Verſes are 'tod rough ane eonfich 
However, becauſe I gave the Ne gry Pb" par 
what s paſt. 


C'S G5 | Roch. 
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; 7 Raby By. the, Lord, Ho was angry only becauſe [ 
_did pot. make the firſt Offer to her Lips. { {fe ]—— 

Then, Madam, the Peace is concluded ? 


Luc, Yes,: and therefore both Parties ſhould dray 
out of the Field. [ Going. 


od nds yy I we _ Repriaals. I make Pence 


# * Lras. Oh, Madam! Yonder's poor latle Crab, your 
12P-108+ has got his Head cats two of the Win- 
. .fox-bar 2, and 1s like to be * | 


[The 
Las. Oh Lad, my. \ 70g pee png 
the Reſcue of my poor D 3 I'Y wait. on you inflani- 


. ty.——Come, Tome, Page— Poor Crabby! 
Exit with Leanthe. 
© Reeb. Oh the Devil choak Cra !-—Wel, I find 
_ » there's: mach more -Rhetoriok an» the Lips than the 
- Tong ve———Had Buſs been the. firk Word of my 
* Connie, ht have gain'd the Out-Works by this. 
| Impudence In : Love, -s. Courage in War; tho' 
both blind Chances, becauſe Women and Fortune rule 


them. 
Joan hin an; Lode LS ne 
can, Sir,. .my r ; there's 
| Gomething wy 1 0, 67 og which prevents her 
_ waiting on.yow, $8 ſhe promis'd. 
 _ » Reeb, What, has Monfieur Crabb rubb'd GR of 
the Hairs off his Neck ? has he diforder'd his pretty 
Ears ? She won't come again then ? 
Lean. No,. Sir, . you muft excuſe her, 
Rack, Then Pll go and be drank——— Hark'e, Sir- 
rah ; I have half a Dozen delicious Creatures waiting 
dor me at the Sw; you ſhall along with me and have 
. your Choice. _ F1| enter you into the School of Yeru:, 
Child. *Tis 'Time you bad. loſt your Maidenhead, 
you 're too old for Play-things 


Lean: 
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Lean. Oh Heavens ! [ had rather he ſhog'd! ay than 
g0 there. [4fide.) But why will 4ore veg ſuch Oo 


pany, Sir? 
Roth. Nay, CAS, FREY 


Men of ripe Underflanding |fhouw'd always ls ſpite © 
What Bates by iro and oh adviſe. 


{Barr aging. 


__ Zvun, Wild ms Winds, mire Arb— 
Yet I may rethaim him. His Pollies are weakly four- 
ded, upoh the Principles of Honour, vhere'tlie very 
Foundation helps to undermine the StraQure, How 
charming wou'd Virtoe look intim, whoſe Behaviour 
ca add x Graet to rhe Unſcemlinefs of Yoo! 
© © Emer Lucida. Lo LD 
Tue. What 33the Getitemutn yore ?. + 
Lean, Yes, Madam. He was Gy akbn M 
with n viedne Pain uk Nc, and was fore'd Yo 
hurry away in & Chair to Lodgin 
 Txe. Qhr poor Grntlemay ! He's Ie-<E-Wls G@n- 
bo Fools that think no' Female can "fell whetr 
eb Morkheads, that ifikpine all Wit to 
blaſpheming ing Heavn and Women calle] 
feed his a Vi , but Karve A Love.” 


dd may all Covrentt me no tom Fam, | 

Who doubt our Sex” 5 Firtue, or any prompt oa "oY 
SCENE Lytick Obnter in Witow Balbhed's 

Houſe ; , Papers KattePd ubout the 7 able, Oy "e 


Ting avrining tn a 3; rates and Gy.” 


im Two as good Lines as ever were written. 


ri — 
[ring] 1 nn en fo Lo 


Says 


| Let there be mat ont Ghngh, ou Parry Shwvk, 
Bat Goal maet God avid joe tn the Dark. 


G6 : Says 
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Says little Lrich, 7 


Let all the Lights be butur ai ts 6 Sf Boy, 
And Gods meet ? Gads and wp at Blindman's-buff.. 


- Very well! 
| Let Gods matt Godr, and ſo—-fall out and cuff. | 


| That's much mended. They're as noble Lines as 
ever were penn'd. Oh! Here comes my damn'd 
Muſe; :I am always in the Humour of i Elegy 
aſter a little of her Inſpiration. 
'+ ..-- Enter Bullfinch, | 
Ball. Mr. Loviah, what do you mean by all this? 
Here you have lodg'd two Years in my Hoe, pro- 
mis'd me Eighteen-pence a Week for your Lodging, 
and I have neer receiv'd eighteen Farthings ; not the 
Value of. that, Mr. Lyrick. [Snaps with | ' Fingers, ] 
You always put-me off with telling me of your Play, 
your Play———Sir, you Hall play no more —_ 
-MGg Im in earneſt. © 
- Lyr: This living on Love is the deareft Lodgi ging— 
2 Man's eternally dunn'd, tho' perhaps he has ! 
one ready Coin. than t'other.—— There's more 
Trouble 1n a Play than you imagine, Madam, 
Bull. There's more Trouble with a __ than 
you think, Mr. Lyrick. _ 
Lyr. Firſt, there's the Decorum of Time. 
| Bull Which you never obferve ; for you oP. the 
worſt Hours of any Lodger in Town, 
Lyr. Then there's the ExaQueſs of CharaQers,—— 
Bull, And you have the moſt ſcandalous one I ever 


heard, *-- - 
_ Zyr. Then there” s laying the Draga. * 
Bull. Then you foul my Napkins and Towels. 
_ Cyr. Then there are Preparations of Incidents, work- 
ing the Paſſions, Beauty of Expreffion, ' Cloſeneſs of 
Plot, Juſtneſs of Place, Turn. of Language, opening 
the Craps. 


Þ*, 3 | A A | Bull. 
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Bull. Then you wear out my Sheets, burn m 7 
and Candle, dirty my Houſe,: eat my Meat, - 
my Drink, wear out. my ; =o ona 4» = 
lent you Money out of my Pocket. | 

Lyr. Was ever poor Rogne ſo ridden ? If ever the 
Muſes had a Horſe, I am he. glenpay Madame 
poor Pegaſus is jaded. 

| Bull. Come, come, Sir, he- han * FO his Neck 
out of the Collar for all that... Money L will have, 
and _— I muſt have ; Jet your Phy. and ou Doo” 
be damn” 

Lyr. Well, Madam, my. Bookſeller, isto- bring me - 
ſome twenty Guineas for; a few. Sheets of mine pre- 
ſently, which I hope will free me from. your Sheets: 
Bull. My Sheets, Mr. Lyrick ! Pray what d'ye mean ? 
TN aflure you, Sir, my, Feet, are finer than any of - 
your Maſes ſpinning: .Mazry come up. 

Lyr. Faith" you ave , me ſo fine, that you - 
have, almoſt wane, as Jon, me. of Life, ar__ _ 

in nks AD ad 
| Pull! Why pil Where was your \Thalia;' Ind: 
- rr thn when the, Taylor ——_ have ſtripped 
you of your.Silk Waiſtcoat, and: have clapp'd you on a 
Stone Doublet ? Wou'd all. your dong: Reis have 
paid the [Serjeant's Fees ? 

Lyr. Truly, you freed \me from Gaol, to confer 
me in a Dungeon; you did* not ranſom/ me, but - 
bought me as a Slave ; ſo, Madam, Pl purchaſe.m 
Fon as ſoon as poſſible. Fleſh and Bn can't 

ear it. 

Ball, Take your Courſe, Sir— There were & 
couple of Gentlemen juſt now to Enquire for you 3 
and if they come again, they ſha'n't be put off with 
the old Story of your being abroad, PlL promiſe ou 
that, Sir. [Exits 

L;r. Zoons! If this Bookſeller does not pre? me 

Money,—— 


Enter Pamphlet., an. 672 
Oh !; Mr. Pamphlet, your yervant. Have- you per- 
us'd my Poems? 

EF; P alth, 


to Fro and # Binh. 
Pain, Yes, Sit; tind therenreſome things very well, 
extraordinary well, Mr. Zyrict + But I don't think 
em for my Purpoſe —————Poetry is a mere Drug, 


Sir. 
| It. Is that bectofe T take Phyſick when I write ? 


Darn this coſtive Fellow, now he does not 
apprehend the foke..” "© * _TH#. 
©" Pam, No, Sir, bat your Name dots mot recom- 
mend *em. Ote muſt write himfelf into a Confomp- 
tion before he pain Reputation. : 
Lyr. That's the Way to lie abed when his Name”; 
up. Now I lie abed before T ctin gain Reputation, 
Pam, Why fo, Sir? 
 Lyr. Becauſe I have ſcarcely any Clonths to put on 
Ws ever Man did Penance in a white Sheet—— 
Pam. You ſtand only ſometimes in a white Sheet 
for your Offences with your Landlady, Faith, I have 
often wonder'd how your Mouſe coo'd take” fuch 
bo, yoak'd to ſuch a Cart-Load as the is. 
Oh ! they are like the [+/ Horſes, they @raw 
beft by the Mun pergf 3 ever fern any 7 fy my Bur- 
vg Mr. Pamphler ?. { have « Proje& 
three or four of oor moſt rai rt 5D ” ono 


_ Asfor Example ; 


Conqueſt with Lawely Bas on Mrites EY 
And Rome it Tears of Blood our Anter mourn. = 
Now, Butchers with Rojemary hutve owr Beef udorn'd, 
Which ns in Gravy Tears owr Hunger 1owr 1 dl. 
How d'ye like it, Mr. Pampbhlet, ha *? Welk 


Like Gods, ve paffd the 'rugged Mpine tabs ; | 


Melted onr "way, and arbve our hifing Wheel; hs 
T hro' cloudy Deluges, eternal Rills. 


Now obſerve, Mr. Pamphlet ; privy obſerve 
Like Razors keen, our Knives cut Paſſage chitin 


h Trough Rilts of Fat, amd Dluges of Loan, 


Pam. Very well, upon my Sogl. 
_ pr. flol'd dreadful Fire, _ Finger vnfuid. 


| Pan, 


Trove and & Battle. 44 

Pam, Ay, Sir, Vinepur ! how patly that comes in 
for the Berk, Mr. Lyrict | 'Tis all vondrows fine in- 
dee 

Lyr. This is the moſt i INoenioas Fellow of tris Txade 
that I have ſeen; he anderftamds a good thing. 
 [Afede.] But as *0 our Bu&neſi———What are you 

willing to give for theſe Poems? Prithee ſay Come- 
There are about throe thoufand Lines .———— 
Here, take 'em for a couple of Guineas. 
Pam, No, Sir; Paper is fo excefſwe der, that I 
are not venture upon Em. 

Lyr. Well, becaufe you're a ds, PN beſtow 'em 
upon you——Here, take 'em alt - There's the 
Hopes of a Dedication ſill. - e 
Pan. I give you a thowſand Thanks, virs at 
dare not yerture the omar whey"! never quit Colt, 
imdeed,. Sir. 

Lyr. This Fellow is one of the greateſt Blockhead: 
that ever was a Member of a at are 
ſhall I be reveng'd ? 

.  £mer Boy. . 
. Sir, there are xwo Men below defi have 
Fl onour of tifiing your Hand. 
 Lyr. They muſt be Knaves or Fools by their fu}- 
ſome Compliment. Hark ye——{#/;ſer: rhe hy. 
Bid *em walk up. 

my Since you have got Company, ””, I" take 
my Leave. 

Lyr. No, no, Mr. Pamphler, by. no n ns}... We 
muſt drink before we part. Boy, a Pint of Sack an@ 
a Toaft. Theſe are two Gentleman out bf the Coun- 
try, who will be for all the new things lately -pub- 
bſh'd; they'll be good Cuſtomers —-—— Come, fit 
down- You have not ſeen my Play yet 
Here take the Pen, and if you ſee any thing amiſs, 
corrett it : PM go bring 'em up. Stay, lend me 
——-  gogband ig, or I ſhall rake cold going down 

rs 

[He takes Pamphlet's Hat and. Wig, and puts bi. Cap 

on Pamphlet's Head. 


Pam, 
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Pam, [ Solus.) This is a right Poetical Cap ; *tis Bays 
_ the Outſide, and the Lining uſttan——| Reading. OS 
'This is all Stuff, worſe than his Poems. 
Enter two Bailiff _ him, and clap him on the 


1/8 Ball. You're the Kin 's Priſoner. _ 
Pam. That's: a good Fancy enough, Mr. Lyrick 
But ey: don't interrupt. me, I'm in the beſt Scene. 
ad the Drama.is very. well laid. | 

24 mf Come, Sir. + 

Pam. Well, well, Sir, Tu pledge ye. Prithee now, 
good Mr. Lyrick, don't diſturb me, 

And furious. Lightnings brandifh'd in her Eyes 
That's true Spiift of Poetry. | 
\; "WF; 446 Zoons, Sir, d'ye banter us ? 

&,, [Takes bum under tack Arm, and haut: bim ud. 

"Pa Gentlemen——1I beg your Pardon. How 
&'ye like the City, Gentlemen ? If you have any oc- 
caſion for Books to carry into the Country, 1 can 
furniſh you as well as any Man about Paws. Where's 
Mr. Lyrick ? 
- If Bail. Theſe Wits are damnable cunning. I al- 
ways have. double Fees for arreſting one of you Wity. 
All your Evaſions won't do; we- underſtand Trap, 
Sir; you muſt not think to catch old Buds with Chaff, 
Sir. 


Pan Zoons, Genttemen, I'm not the Perſon ! I'm 
a Freeman of the City ; I have good Effefts, Gentle- 
men, good Effes. D'ye. think to make a Fool of 
me}. Fo a Bookſeller, no Poet. 

24 Bail. Ab, Sir,. we know - what you are by your 
Fool's Cap there. 

1. Bail. Yes one of you Wits wou'd have paſs' d 
upon us for a Corn-cutter yeſterday 3 and was ſo like 
one, we had almoſt believ'd him. [ Hauls him. 

Pam. Why Gentlemen, Gentlemen, Ofhtcers, have 
2 little Patience, and Mr. Zyrick will come up Stairs. 

1/ Bail. No, no, Mr. Lyrick ſhall go down Stairs. 
He wou _ have us wait till. ſome Friends: come in to 

Gatia<; reſcue 


25. 6. & 
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reſcue him, Ah! q Theſe Wits are deviliſh cunning. . 
[Exeunt, bauling Pamphblet._ 
ve Lyrick, Mockmode, and Club ;_ Lyrick beſed.” 

- th ha, ha! Very poetical, Faith; a. good 
ri I for a Play, Mr. Mockmode, a Bookſeller bound 
in Calves Leather. Haz ha, ha !-— How they 
walk'd along like the three. Volumes of the —_— 
Rogue ſqueez'd together oa a Shelf. - £4 

Mock. What was it ? what was it, Mr. Lyrick 7 : 

Lyr. Why, I am Aa nr iy mh Sir. - can't but 
laugh, to think how they'll V. ſponge the. Sheet befoze 
the Errata be blotted out ; and then how bell 269-68 
the Dogs for falſe Impriſonment. --- 

Meck. But pray, what's the Matter, . Mr. L geick 7. 

Lyr. Nothing, Sir, but a ſharking' Bookſeller that 

ow'd me about forty Guineas for a few Lines. He 
wou'd have” put me off, ſo I ſent for. couple of 
Bull-dogs, arid arreſted hi 

Mock. Oh Lard MF ck, Honeſly's quite ont 
of Doors ; *tis a rare thing to-find 'a Man that's a true 
Friend, a true Friend is a rate thing indeed !J——— 
Mr. Lyrich, will you be my Friend ? I only want nt that 
Accompliſhment. . I have on z Miſtreſs, a.Dancin 
and Fencing Maſter and-now-I. want only » a Frien 
to be a fine Gentleman. - -.- 

Lyr. Have you never had a Friend, Bs. 

Mock. Yes, a very honeſt Fellow 3 our F riendſhjp 
commenc'd in the College:Cellar, and we loy!d one 
- another like two Brothers, till we- unluckily fell out 

wy Soma at a Game of Tables, -:- 1 

. I find then thatmeither of ye loft by the Set. 
{ia Wer) FRr ty; niy ſhort Acquaintance can't recommend 
me to ſuch a Truſt = OF 

Mock. Pſhaw, Acquaintance Joo— You mull be a 

Man of Honour, as you're a Poet,'Sir. . . © 

| H br. But what uſe would you make of a Friend, | 
2 ns 

Mock, Only to telt my Secrets to, ad be my Se- 
cond. Now, Sir, a Wit muſt be beſt to keep a 


— 


Secret, becauſe what you ſay to. one's Prejudice ol 


deoaking TRIEEEEny very often. 


2 NO.” for the Deer ] Pardon, 'you're a "Squife, 


_ takean Aﬀromt from no Man.— Draw Sir. "RR 
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te thonght Malice. "Then yot! muſt have a gevilih 
deal of Courage by your Heroick Writing.,——— 

But kmav, that 1 alone am King | 
Heav'ns ! Sure -the Awhor of that Line muſt bexa 
Plagay flovt Fellow; it makes the valiant as Hee 
when I read it. 

yr. Sir, we ftick to what we. write as little as Di- 
vines do to what tirey preach. Befides, Sir, there 


_ are other Qualificarions requiſite in a Friend, ke mul 


tend you Money. Now, Sir, 1 cant be that Friend, 
for T want forty Guineas. 

Mock. Sir, 1 can tend you fifey upon -004 Securi- 
ty.—— — — - /Twas the laſt Word my Father ſpoke on 
his Peath-bed, that I hou'd never lend Money with- 
out Security. 


. Fre, Sir! Security from a Friend, and a Man 


of rÞby his Prefeſiron too ! 


Mock, -By the Univerſe, that's trae, hs are my 
Friend. Then Tl tell you aSecret——[7% her 

Club, Now will this plagu 7 Wit corn my Noſe out 
of Joint, ——I was Miatters Friend before, tho? 
I never found the Kmack of borrowing Money ; tho” | 
have receiv'd fome Marks of his Friendfhip, ſome 
fornd Drubs aboutthe Head ard Shoulders, or fo. 1 
have been bound for him too in the Stocks, for his 


Lyr. Mr. Mockmodz, you may be impos'd apon. I 
won'd fee this Lady Fog Gow I know Mb Tom 
well has a Miftreſs nam'd Zucinda ; but that ſhe "IM 
in this Houſe, I much doubt. 

Meck. Impog upon! thar's very comical. — 
Ha, ha, ha! Yon thaſl fee, Sir; come————Pray, 
v1r, you're my Friend, 


Lyr. Nay, pray, indeed, Sir, 'I' bep your [They 
Mock. 2auns, Sir, you lye, .Pm not a Fool; ll 
Club, Draw, Sir, gad Tu p«t kit Noſe out of 


Joim now, 
. | Lyr. 
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_ yr. Unequal Numbers, Gentlemen, 

Cheb. I'm only my Maſter's Friend, his Second, or 
$, Sir. ©. 
Dr. What's the Matter, noble "Squire ? 

Mock. You lye apain, Sir, Zauns, draw. 

[ Strikes him awith his Sword. 

Lyr. Ha! a Blow ry a Blow——yet I will 

de calm. 


Club. Zoons, draw, Sir. x [ Strikes him. 

Lyr. Oh Patience, Heaven !— —Thou art my 
Friend ſtill. | 

Mock. You | 


Lyr. Then  boliea art a Traytor, T yrant, Monſter. 

ou. Launs, Sir, you're a Son-of nes as 
Raſcal. 

Club.” A Seribbler. — 

yr: Ah, ah———That fingshome. ——Seribler? 

c>. Ay, Scribbler, Ballad-maker. ES 

yr. Nay then TITS 
I and the Gods will fight i it with ye al. | [Prown, 


Enter Roebuck drunk and fry "ge. 


| France meier wuill comply 
Till her Claret runs ary ; 
Then let's pull azway to defeat ber : 
He hinders the Peace, | 
Who refuſes his Glaſs,, . 
And deferves to be hang'd for a Traytor. 
Now, my Myrmidons, fall on; I have taken off the 


Odds. 
Dub a dub, dub a dub, to the Batth, _ 


Zoons, Gentlemen, why don't you fight? Blood, 


_ Oblige me ſo far to fight a little ; I long r0 ſte 
a little Sport 


Lyr. Sir, 1 ſcorn to ſhew Sport to any Man. 


| [Pats up. 
Meck, And fo do I, by the Univerſe. 
Club. And I, by the Univerſe, 


Lyr. 
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Lyr. T ſhall take. another Time. [ Exit, 

\ Roeb. Here, Raſcal, take your Choppin al. 

[Gives Club his Sword.) and bring me a Joint of that 
Coward's Fleſh for your Maſter's Some Fly Do 

akes him by the Net. 


Club. Ah——This Fellow's ketet to put my Noſe 
out of Jojnt.. - 


Reeb, Now, Sir, tell me, how you durſt be a 
Coward... + 

Mack, Coward, Sir? I'm a Man of a great Eſtate, 
Sir; I have five Thouſand _ of good fighting 
_ Ground as any in England, Terra firma, vir: 
Coward,: Sir. Have. a Care yl you ſay, Sir 

.My Father was a Parliament Man, Sir; and 1 was 
"bred at the College, Sir. 

* Reeb. O then 7 know your Genealogy ; your Fa- 
«ther was:a_Senior-Fellowz and your Mother was. an 
Air-pump. You; were fuckl'd by Platenick Ideas, 
oo you. have ſome of Fu rept s Milk. in., 47: 


Th t From the Propolion by Mode and Fi ;gure, 
Sir. 

Reeb. 1 fol __ o——— Blow your Noſe, Child; 
and Dave a Care of dirtying WI FIOINITS Slabber- 
ing-Bi 
' _ Meck, What d'ye mean, . Six FI 


4 Reeb. Your ſtarch'd Bayd, ſet by Mode wh Fi Igure, 
OIF., 


Meck.. Band, Sir {This Fellow” 5 blind drunk, 
. I wear a Cravat, (Sie. TR 1 
Reeb, Then ſet a good Face opon the Matter. Throw 
.off Childiſhneſs and iolly, with, your Hanging-ſleeves, 
Now you. have left the niverſity, learn, learn. | 
Meck. . This Fellow's ;an Atheitt, by the Univerſe! 
PL take Notice of him, and inform againſt him for 
being drunk. Pray, Sir, what's your Name ? 
Roeb, ,M Name! by the. Lord, 1 have forgot— 
| Stax Th think on't by and by. 


och. Zauns, forget your 'own Name ! your Me- 
mory muſt be very ſhort, 'Sir, 


Rob, 


* 
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Roeb. Ay, ſo it ſeems, for I was but chriſten'd this 
Morning, and I have forgot it already. 

Meck. Was your Worſhip then Turk or Jew be- 
| fore ?—1 knew he was ſome damn'd bloody Dog. 

Reoeb. Sir, I have been T; AY or 7ew rather, on ; 

for I have got a plaguy Heatheniſh Name—Pox on't: 
Oh ! now I have it. — Mo—Mock-mo—— 
| Mockmoade. 


Meck. Mackmode ! Mockmode ! Sir, pray how do you 
ſpell it? 


Reb. Go you to your A, B, C, you came laſt from 
| the Univerſity. 


' Mock. Sir, I'm call'd Mecknode——What F 7 
are you of, Sir? _ | 
| Reeb, What Family are you of, Sir ? 
Meck, Of Mockmode-Hall in Shrop/hire. 
Roeb. Then I'm of the ſame, I believe. 
$ I fancy, Sir, that you and I are near Relations, 
S Mock. Relations! Sir, there are but two Families ; 
my Father's, who is now dead ; and his Brother Ce- 
lonel Peaceable Mockmode. Y 
Roeb., Ay, ay, the very ſame Colonel Peactable=— 
# Is not he Colonel of Militia ? ; 
Mock. Yes, Sir. 


Roeb, And was not he High-Sheriff of the Coniny | 
laſt Year ? 


Mock. The very ſame, Sir. 


Roeb, The very ſame ; I'm of that Funily—And : 

your Father dy'd about —let me ſoe— | 
Meck. About half a Year ago. © fr Y 
Reeb. Exattly ; by the ſame Token you got drink 


at a Hunting Match that very Day OM; he 
was bury'd. 


He ene This Fellow's a Witch.—— But it Jooks very 
e that you ſhou'd 'be chriſten'd this Morning. 
Thus your Godfathers had a plaguy deal to anſwer 


; 


bo 


' Reeb, Oh, Sir, I'm of A ge to anſwer for _ 
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Mak. One would not. think fo, yourre fo forget. 
ful. *'Tis two and twenty Years fince I was chriſtea'd, 
and I can remember my Name {t:ll. 

Roeb. Come, we'll take a Glaſs of Wine, and that 
will clear our PEN _ We'll remember our 
Friends. | 

Mock. You muſt excuſe me, Sir — This. is. ſome 
Sharper. [Hfede. 

Reeb. Nay, prithee, Couſin, good Couſin Dock 
»19de, one Glas, I know you arc an honeſt Fellow. 
We muſt remember our Relations in the Country in- 
deed, Sir. 

Mock. Oh Sir, you're ſo ſhort of Memory, you 
can never call 'em to-mind., You have forgor your- 


ſelf, Sir; Mockmode is a heatheniſh Name, Sir, and 


all that, Sir. And fo I beg your Pardon, Sir. 
[Exit, 


' Roeb. Now were I Lawyer enough, by that linle 
Enquiry into-that Fellow's Concerns, I could bring i in 
a falſe Deed to cheat him of his Eſtate. 

Enter Bruſh. 

| Where the Devil is thy Maker * You ſaid I ſhou'd 
find him here; . 

Bruſh, 'Tis impoſſible for you, or me, or any bo- 
dy to find him. 

 Roeb. Why ? 2 

- Bruſh. Becauſe he ks loft himſelf. The Devil has 
made a Jugler's Ball of him, I believe. He's here 
now-; then, Pra/fo, paſs in an Inſtant. He has got 
ſome damn'd Buſineſs to Day in. hand. 

Roeb. Ah, fo it ſeems——1 muſt be *Squire Meck: 
mode, and court an honourable Miſtreſs, 'in the Devil's 
Name! Well, let my ſober thinking Friend. plot on, 
and lay Traps to catch Futurity ; Pm for holding fat 
» the preſent. —I have about: twenty Guineas 

acket; and. w they laſt, the Devil take 


a « if he thinks of Futurity ; Pl go-haud. in hand 


with. Fortune. | 


: the 


Leve and a. Bottle. 5 
| She is an honeſt Fred reeling Punk; 

My Head, her Wheel, turn "agar, aut fo: ave both 4 are. 
drunk. [Exit retling. 


The End of the Third A. | 
MR CC NE NEE NINA) 
ACT:;Iv. 


1-4 CENE, Lucinde': 5 Heuſe 


| Euter Leanthe, and Pindre®s following with a Paper of 
Saweetmeats in her Hand.” 
Pind, E R E, hes Page, your Lady has FER you 
fome Sweetmeats ; but indeed you ſha'at 
have em, till you. hire: me. - 
Lean., She ſent. four Sauce, when ſhe made yau.the. 
$ Bearer. [ Afar. 
Pind. Prithee now, what makes you  conftantly fo 
melancholy ? Come, you muſt RF and — be 
8 merry ; Pl get-you ſome Play-thin go 
E Lean. I believe you want Play- Ss. More , than T. 
——-But 1 wou'd ps private, Pindre/s. | 
Ping. Well, my PIE be. private with: you L 
Boys and. Girls fs {till be private together ; and 
we may be as retir'd as we. pleaie ; for my Miſtreſs. 
+ readang in, her Claſet, and all the Servants areche- 
low. But whaz Concerns have you? I'm 
(ure, ſuch a, little. Boy can. have no: great Buſineſs in | 
E rcnate. 
Laaw. 1 wilt try. thee for once—{ J/ide. —Yes, Mrs. 
Pinge/e, 1 have. greag Inclinations—— . 
Pind, To. what ?. To do what, Sir. ?— Don't name 
It; Tis all in van ;——-yax ſhan't do. it; you. 
need; nat. aſk. it, 
Lax, Quly: tg kifk. you. © [Kiſer ber. 
| | rn + Pine 


in 
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Pind. Oh he, Sir! Indeed I'll have none of your Kiſtes, 
Take it back again. [A&/s him.] Is not the Taſte of 
_ the Sweetmeats very pretty about my Lips? . 

Lean. Oh. your- liquorih Cape's yow'd fain 
de licking your Lips, I find that. _ 

Pind. Indeed, Mr. Page, I won't pay you the Kiſ- 
Ss you won \from me-laſt Night at Croſs-purpoſes; 
and you ſha'n't think to. keep my Pawn neither, — 
Pray give me my Huy keep my Paw I hope to be 
fav'd, I will have 'my yo Bottle—[ Rummaging 
bim.)——Im ftronger than you»——PlI carry you in, 
and throw you upon the Bed, and take it from you.— 
[ Takes him up in her rms, 

" Lean. Help! ! help! I ſhall be raviſh'd! Hep help! 

\” Enter Lucinda. | 
Luc. What's the Matter ?. Oh bleſs me!_ 
Pind, Oh dear, Madam, this unluck Boy had al- 
- moſt ſpoil'd. me. Did not your Ladythip hear me 
cry, I ithou'd be raviſh'd ? I ts ſo weak, I cou'd not 
reſiſt the little: ſtrong ao he whipt me up in his 
Arms, like a Baby.; 3 had not your f Ladyſtip come 


_-_* Tue. What, Sirrah ! wou'd you debauch my Maid, 
' you little Cock-Sparrow.? muſt you be Billing too? 
[ "have a great mind to make her whip you, Sirrah. 

_ _ Pird. O dear, Madam, Jet me do't. PII take hin 
| into. the Room, and I will fo chaſtiſe him—— 

- © Luc, But do you think you'll be able, Pindre/? 
I'll ſend one of my Men to help you. | 

Ping. No, no, Madam : I cou'd manage him with 
one Hand. See here, Madam. 

[Takes him in her Arms, and is running away. 

Luc. Hold, hold ! Is this you that the little ſtrong 

Rogue had almoſt raviſh'd ? He ſnatch'd you up in 

his Arms like a Baby !——Ah Pizare/e, Pindreſs ! 

I ſee y'are very weak indeed. Are not you 

- aſham'd, Girl; to debauch my little Boy ? 

Ping. Your Ladyſhip pave me Orders to make hin 
merry, 'ard divert his Melancholy ; and I know no 
better Way than to teaze him a little, I'm ow 

of 
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Boy: is youbPd with the Rickets, and a little ſhaking, 
Madam, wou'd do him ſome good. Es 7 

Lean. I'm tir'd with Impertinence, and have other 
Bus'nefs to mind. | . T4 Exit. 

Pind. T hope your Ladyſhip entertains no ill Opinj- 
on of my Virtue. | = ; 

Lac. Truly I don't know what to think on't : But 
I've ſo pood an Opinion of your Senfe, as to believe 
you wou'd not play the Fool with a Child, 

Pind, We're all ſubje to playing the Fool, if you 
continue your Reſolution in marrying the firit Man 
that aſks you the Queſtion. _ OI 
| Luce, No, my Mind's chang'd; T'll never marry 

any Man. | 
 Pind. 1 dare ſwear that Refolution breaks ſooner 
than the former. [A4/ide.] Ah, Madam, Madam! 
# you never believe Man again, you muſt never be 
Woman again ; for tho* we are as cunning as Ser- 
_ pents, we ave. naturally as flexible t00. Speak inge- 
nuouſly, Madam, if Mr. Lowewell ſhou'd, with an 
amorous Whine, and ſuppliant Cringe, tell you a for- 
mal Story, contrary to what we ſuſpect ; would you 
' Not believe him ? LEY | 
_ _ Lac. What, believe his vain Afertions, before the 
Demonſtration of my Senſes! No, no; my Love's 
; Not ſo blind. Did Tnot ſee his Miſs and his Child ? 
Did I not behold him giving her Money ? Did I not 
hear him declare, he would ſettle her in a Lodying ? 

Pind. But, Madam, upon ſerious Refle&ion, where's 

»the great Harm in all this? meft Ladies wou'd be 
_ over-joy'd at ſuch a Diſcovery of their Lover's Ability. 
The Child ſeem'd a lufty chopping Boy, and let me 

tell you, Madam, it muſt be a luſty chopping Boy 

rag 9 no farther in his Defence; he's a Vil- 
| lain, and of all Villains T hate moſt an hypocriti- 
cal one... The Ladies give him the Epithet of mo- 
deſt, and the Gentlemen that of ſober Lovexell, Now 
_ methinks, .ſuch -a Piece of Debauchery ſits ſo auk- 

wardly on a Perſon of his CharaQter, that it-adds an_ 
__ Vor. L, H : Unſeem- 
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Unſeemlineſs to the natural-Vilene(s of the Vice: » and 
he that dares be a Hypocrite in Religion, will certain- 
ly be one in JOVeore eas. 15.not that he? - 


[ Point tainvird;. 

 -Pind, Yes, Madam ; pl believe he is is going to the 

Park. 
Lac. Call a a Chairs quialdy 3 well. hither 

maſqu'd; This Day's Adventures argue ſome intend- 
ed Plot upon, me, which I. may Countermane by ny 

OR: a. ata © KPOR, them matter, | -» 


[Pats ber r Maſque on, 


«es Ee? oy Wha move,.. VT 
res = beſt Hypocrite in femalt Lane), | 
On even Scores deſigning Heaven took care ; - 


Since Men folk me "ns wwe chars Fac aces wear. 
<{it 


» + 


Ent ter Lovevell and Lyrick metng ; Lyik reading 


Pl —_ 7 Retitanin; Blaſt thy Fame; Find 
, And tn rang priatng Saryr, _-»y up thy Name. 


Bs What! ina Rapturey- Mr. Lyrick at. | 

.Lyr. A httle poetical--Fury, ' that's* all.- —Pl 
*Squire him; Tll-draw'his CharaRer for the Buffoon 
of a Farce 3 he ſhall-be as famous in Ballad as Robr: 
| Hoad, or Little Fohn : 'My'Muſes ſhall haunt him like 
Demons; they ſhall make him more ridiculous than 
Don Quixot, + 

Love. Becauſe he encounter'd our: - Windmill-Pare. 
——= Ha, ha, ha! gngman vane; en Iyjieb; you 
muſt be. pacify'd.” 

 Lyr. Pacify'd,; Sir! ! 1 Zooms,: Swg he's: F Pool; and his 
not a Grain: of 'Senſe.; > Were he an” ihgenious Fel- 
low, or a'Man:of Parts; TIcow'd bear'a. Kicking from 
| him-;-But: an; Abu" nd a Blockhoady- Io "CAR ever 
_ Juffer it, oF PU 
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"#1 « }. 64 > F d\ k 
hs ON! FILL IT; Gi G.- it FP? SIV7 A 


That ſtings, Mr. Loveund, 
-- (Lowe. Pray," Sir; let me'ſee It, 

»:Þyri "his is vimperfeR, Sir : But if yo neaſe to 
- give your Judgment on'this Piece. —ſGives you a Paper. 
Tis a Burleſque on ſome of our late Writings. ' © * 

Lowe. Ay, you Poets mount: firſt on 'the Shoulders 
of your Predecefſors, to ſee farther in making Diſco- 
_ veries; and having onee pot the upper-hand, you {purn 

them ander-ſoore | F think: > hevas ſhow'd. bear aV chers. 
tion to their very\Afhes/ oc 

Lyro Ay, af moſt of their Writings lead tom burnt ! 
TI declare, Mr. Lowewwell, their Fame has only made 
them the more remarkably faulty : Their come Beau- 
ties only illuſtrate their: greater: Errors. | 

Love. Well, you faw the new Toy laſt Night 
how did it pleaſe y ef. 5 + ICS 

Lyr. Very well; z-1t a wy me laugh etna 

Love. What laugh at a\Tragedy 3 nl ps 

 Lyr.. laugh to fee the Ladies: cry 5: to ſoe is; ma- 
ny weep at the Death of the fabulous Hero : Who 
wou*d but laugh, if the Poet' that made *em were 
hang'd ! On my Conſcience, theſe 'Tragedies make 
FR. Ladies vent all their Love: and' Honour at their 
Eyes, -wben/.the ſame white Handkerchief that blows 
jg maſt be a Windixg- m_ to the deceaſed 

TOs 11 of 

Love. Then there's ſomething i in "the Handkerchief 
to. embalm. him, - Mr. Lyrict; Ha, ha, 0 h0t3 faxing | 
what Reliſh have-you of Comedy-? -' ;. 

Lyr. No fatisfaQory one. "My Curioſity is FR 
fla. by @ Fore-knowledge' 'of kay} ſhall happen :; 
Fox as, the. Hezq in Tragedy - is either : a whining, 

cringing Fool,:that's always a ſtabbing: limmdſelf; ora 
ranting, heftoring Bully, that's for killing every body 
elſe: So the Hero in Comedy is always the Poet's 
CharaQter. 


bes {95 IX d a1{4 
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Loot, What's that? 

Lyr. A Compound of practical Rake, and ſpecu- 
| lative Gentleman, who always bears off the great For. 
tune in the Play, and ſhams 4 Beau and *Squire with 
a Whore or Chambermaid ;-anda3 the Cataſtrophe of 
all Tragedies is Death, 'ſo the End of Comedies is 
Marriage. 
Love, And ſome think That the moſt Tragical Con- 
clufion of: the two. 

Lyr. And therefore my Eyes are diverted by a better 
Comedy in the Audience, than that upon the Stage. — 
I have often wonder'd, why Men ſhould be fond of 
ſeeing Fools 1ll repreſented, when, at the fame Time 
and Place, they may behold the mighty Originals aQ- 
ing their Parts tothe Life in thar Boxes. ———— 
. Lowe. Oh, be favourable to the Ladies, Mr. Lyric, 
it 1s your Intereſt. Beautyis the Deity of Poetry; and 
if you rebel, you'll certainly run. the T6 of your fol 
Parent the Devil. 
_ Lyr. You're out, Sir, Beauty is A wercifal Deity, 
and allows ns ſometimes: to be a little Atheiſtical ; and 
it is ſo indulgent to Wat, that-1t 1s-pleas'd with it, tho' 
in the worſt Ei that of Satyr. Beſides, there can 
appear no greater Argument of our Eſteem, than Rail- 
lery, becauſe it 1s ſtil] founded upon Jealouſy ; occafion'd 
by their preferring ſenſeleſs Fops, and wealthy Fools, 
to Men of Wit and Merit, the great Upholders of the 
Empire. 
| Love. Now I think theſe. F avourites of the Ladies 
are more witty than you. 

Lyr. How fo, | pray Sir? 

Zove. Becauſe they play the Fool, conſcious that it 
will pleaſe; and you're a Wit, when ſenfible that 
-Coxcombs only are encourag'd. 1 wonder, Mr. Lyrick, 
thata'Man of your Senſe fhou'd turn:Poet ; you'll hard- 
ly everfind a Man that 1s:capable of the Bmployment 
will undertake it. | 

Lyr. The Reaſon of chat is, every one. that knows 
nota 'Tittle of the Matter, pretends 10: be a Judge of :t. 


_— the Lard, Mr. Lovewell, I put the Criticks 
next 
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next to the Plague, Peftilence,” and Famine, in my Li- 
tany,—— —Hzad you ſeen em laſt Night m the Pit, 
with ſuch demure fapercilious Faces=—— their con- 
templative Wigs thruſt judiciouſly backwards; their ' 
Hands rubbing their' Temples, to chaſe il} Nature ; 
and with a hifing venomous: "Fongue, 'pronouncin 
Piſh! StuF! Intolerable ! Damn him Cineeedd tis 
have Mercy upon us | arte vol 
Lawe. Ay, and you fhall have others as fooliſh as 
they are 1!]-natur'd ; fond of being thought Wits, who 
ſhall laugh outragiouſty at every ſmutty Jeſt; cry ve-' 
ry well, by Gad ; that's fine by Heavens; and if a 
Diſtich of Rhime happens, they clap fo loud, that 
they drown the feſt, 53 13: 21061 naf%T? * 
Lyr. That's the Jeſt. The Wit lies in their Fands ; 
and 1f ,you would tell a Poet his Fortune, you mult ga- 
ther it from the Palmiſtry of the Audience; for as 
nothing's ill ſaid, but what's il taken; fo nothing's 
well ſaid, but what's welF taken, And between you 
and J, Mr. Lowexwell, Poetry, without theſe laugh- 
ins Fools, were a Bell without a Clappet ;_ an empty 
ſounding Bus'neſs, good for nothing; and allvwe Pro- 
feffors might go hang our ſclves in the Bell-ropes. 
_ © Lowe. Ha, ha, ha !-———But I thought Poetry was in- 
Lyr., Oh Gad forgive me, that's true : To I adies 
it 1s morally beneficial ; for 2 muſt know, they arc 
too nice to read Sermons ; ſuch Inftruftions are too 
groſs for their refin'd Apprehenfſions; but any Pre- 
cepts that may be inſttlPd by eaſy Numbers,  fuch as 
of ' Rechefter, and others, make great Converts. Then 
they hate to hear a FeHow in a; Chureh preach me- 
thodical Nonſenſe, with a Fir/tly, Secondly, and Third- 
ly: but they take up with ſome of our modern Plays 
m their Cloſet, where the Morality muft be-deviliſh 
infructive——Butt mutt be gone; here cames the 
Squire... What, in the Name of Wonder, has he. got 
with him ! 11-5363 19b a1 Fw 
Love: 'Phat which ſhall afford you a more plenti- 
ful Revenge than your Lampoon, if you join with 
| _ Hx1 * 


cf mine, [fide] It coſt, Sir; let me "ſee. 
it coſt about 


UI—_—_—_——— EEE ER ES rr IR Rn ne nun ns _ 


66 Love cud 6 e. Bottle. ; 
me'in the Plot. by x. e*beiter om; ng. of which, oo 
you” muſt''be Aeeniitigly: recondited-'to iew, Lys 
ftep-afide, and obſerve 'em, while I give you'n Hint 
of the matter. 


_ [Exeunt' beravter' the * "Ko, and Yeem t6 ener 
and A” 7 
v4 I's 1 51113. 30 26 005 \ SENS a 
Enter Mockniode, Ievidin {ade AtſPd Tike = Wikis, 
"Moek, "This is very hg Weather, bleſſed, Weather 
indeed, Madam ; *twill do abundance of. -gb0d to the 
Grals and Corn. | 
Trud. Ay, Sir, the Days are grown a ;reat levþth; 
and think the Weather much better were. than in 


Treland. 


Mock, Why, Madam, were yon end et +> 
Trud. Oh no !' Not I'indeed, Sir ; bor ffavd Mard 
my firſt Huſband (reſt his Soul)! ſay ſo; he was an 


_ Jriſ6 Gentleman. 


' Mock. I find, Madam, you have lov'd' your firſt 


Huſband mightily, for you affet his Tone in Dif- 


Cure, oen— ——Pray, Madam, what aid that Mourn- 
ing <oſt a Yard? 


Trud. O Lard | What fhall I fay now ?'Ths 'none 


but it was m — Aron bought 
it for me, I never buy ſuch ſmall Things, _ | 


- Mack, By the Univerſe, ſhe muſt %, plaguy rich ! 


1 will be briſk. [ Afd+.] Pray, Madam——F——] Pray) 
Madam, wilt you give us a Song ? 


Trud. A Song! Indeed then | bad a good Yoice, 


| before Mr. Roebuck ſpoil'd it." 


Mock. Mr. Roebuck 1 Was that your frſt Huſband s 
Name, Madam? - 
Lowe. behind. She'll ſpoil all. 4 30! | 
' Trud. No, Sir; Roebuck was a DoQor Sat 46; me 
Blood under the Tongue for the Quinſey,. and made | 
me. hoarſe ever ſince.” 
Moth. By the- Univerſe ſhe's a Widow,! and Th be 
'? mule ay. upon, will Rdggl ofavt me * {mall 
@VOUT, 


Love. and a Botthe. ® 


& 


Favour, and 1 will bend. upon: tn Knees Ag 


fl 


16 


£12 9y75! bn RES: | 
Trud. What is it, pray ? tt, | 
. Meck. Only to take off your Garter, . | 
Lovewell ent8f3...- 
Lowe. Zoons, her thick Leg will diſcover all—By your | 
leave, Sas, Haye you any Pretenſions to. this Lady? - 
\» [Puſhes Mockmode Ave, 
Mock. 1 don” t know whether this be an Affront or 
not. —[ A/rae. ]—Pretenſions, Sir! I have fo great 
a Veneration for the. Lady, that I honour any Maa 
that has Pretenſions to her. — Dem me, Sir, ming 
I crave the Honour of your IRnE 7 ? | 
Lowe.. No, Sir. . IF, 
_ Mack. No,. Sir!. I cad. that nnaſt be Wit, for it 
can't be good Manners.——Sir, I reſpe& all Men of 
Senſe, = wou'd therefore beg to know your \Name, 
: Love. No matter, Sir, I know your Name” O Mock- 
ey | 
Mack. By the GLEN” that's very. edmical! Thar 
a Fellow Bn the pretend to tell me my own Narne ! | 
—— Another Queltion if you pleaſe, Shs: OFT. 
Love, What is it, Sir? © » 
Mech. Pray Sir, what's my Chriſten'd Name F 
| Love, Sir, you don't know, _*' | 
Meck. Zauns, Sir, would you perſuade me out of 
my Chriſten'd Name? Þ!1 lay out a Guinea that I do 
know by the Univerſe——{ Pulls. a handful. of Ma. 
ney our.) Here's Silver, Sir, here's Silyer,' Sir :\ { can 
command as much Money as another, Sir; 'I am at 
Age, Sir, and I won't be banter'd, Sir. 
ove. Sir, you muſt know, that I baptize you | Ri. 
val; for your Love to this Lady, is the only Sign of 
Chriſtianity. you , can boaſt 0f.c—And HOWs: Sir, 
my Name's Lawenwell, ... | 
Meck. 'Then I” fay, Sir, that your: Love- to/! [that 
ns /h is the oply Sjpn of, & Tark you can: brag of. —— 
with, Club were. come. |! ' {i476 


a eo © 6 34 ® &-© 


” > 


Lowe. Sir, I ſhall cer july > non PE you, if you 
make any farthcr Pretenſions to Madam Lucinda here. 


H 4 | - Mcck. 
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Meck. Circumeciſe me ! Ciroumciſe a Py ng *s end, 


Sir. Zauns,. Sir, Pl be judged b : who 
merits Circymcifon moſt, you or I, e Lach Lon- 
dou Blades, are all ſtuk mad ; [Lucinda enters, and 
obſerves Lovewell courting Trucge in dumb Signs.) 1 
.met one about two Honrs :p0, that had F209 his 
Name, , and. this Fellow wou'd: perſuade. now, bat; 
I had forgot mine. My. -Lyrick.is the on Man that 
ſpeaks plain to me. I muft be Friends. with him, be- 
_ I find I may have Occaſion for ſuch a Friend ; 
Pl find him out ſtrait. .. (Exit. 

Lowe, Madam, will you walk—[Exit awith Exdlge. 

\__ Lucinda ard Pindreſs come forward. = FB 

Lyc, Now my Doubts are remov'd. + .. 

Ping. Mine are more puzzling. There. nk” be 
ſomethiog-in/this .more_than we imagine. [You had 
beit to talk with him. 

Lac. Yes, if my Tongue bore Poiſon i in it, and that 
E could ſpit Death in his Face. 

Pind. It he is loit, your hard Uſage this Morning has 
occafiog'd it. | 

Luc. I am glad on't; I've gain'd by the Lofs; Ide 
ſpiſe him more now than ever I lov'd him. Fhat Paſ- 
| fion which can ſtoop ſo low as that Blowze, is an Ob- 
jeQ too mean for wy Thing but my Seorn to. level 
at, 


Pird. This were a critical Minute for your new Lo- ' 
ver the *Squire, I fancy; Mr. Lpvewell's Afgace 
wou'd. bring him into. Favour preſently, 

Luc. 1t certainly ſhall, af he be not as, great. a Fool 
as other's falſe. _ 

Pind. You may be miſtaken in 50; your Opinion of 

him, as much as you have been in Mr. Lowewell, 
Luc. No, Pinareſs; I ſhall find wh read in the 
laſt Miſcellanies very true : | 


But two Diftindions Nt CE Sexadaes fart 3: 
a1 Feuls by Nature, ar all Regae: » ” '” CL 


SCENE 


Put fra Me __ the i Srage, aud Roebuck 
$9 JSelluing,” 


WY *Sdeath ; What 2 Coy: Uhpvadh? $' Hits! 
The Trade x es ſwimmingly On. This is the great 
wont he efs, as the Change is of Knavery. 

Merchants cheat the World there, and their 
| Wives gull them here. —— I begin to think Whoring. 
feandalous, 'it is grown fo mechanical —<—— My Mo- 
deſty will do me no Ln: J fear——Madam, are 


you: a Whore? ; | [Cateber', a Magee. 
Ma/. 'Yes, Sir. © $0 

. Short and Pay. —IF ever Woman Sake 

Truth, I believe thou haſt. | [Second Maſque pulls 

him by the Elbow.] Have you any Bufinefs with Meg. 


Madam ? 

24 Moſf: Pray, Sir,. be Uril+ you're miſtaken, * "Wh 
T haye kad.an Eye upon this Fellow all this Afternoon. 
[4/de.]—You're miſtaken," Sir. 

Bacb. Very they, Madam; for 1 I imagin'd you 
modeft. | 
24 Ma/. S6 I am, for 'm nary 6: 429 | 
_ And marry'd to: yaur Borron's. Þ \ 'WAI'ant: 
on 17------ 
þ 2d Ma/: Yes, upan my Honour, Sir. 

RBaeb. I knew it. T have met above n Didvea his 
| Evening, © all 'marry'd to their Sorrow——-Fhen. I. 

 fuppoſe you're a Citizen's Wife ; and by the-Broadneſs: 
of your Bottom, [ ſhowd guols you fat veoy: -much' _ 
kind a Counter. 

_ 24 Maf. My Hutband's ne Mercer, he's a Judge. 

Roeb. Fr l a Judge; I thall be arraign'd at the- 

Bar for keeping on my Hat ſo 'Tis very” 


hard, Madam, he ſhould not do you ond "Has 

not he an Eitate in 'Fail;- Madam" "3% 
24 Ma/.: 1 ſeldom examine his Papers : "They are & 
Parcel of old dry ſhnvell'd Penne, ;z. and this 
H 5 Courts 


| and f 
of 03d "Y bY 4 But 2 9 
Court-hand is fo deviliſh Ne any 1 can't endure it. 
Roeb. Umph !— 


-Then, L ſara Modem you 
want a young Lay yer to pit your ( aſe to. 11158 faith, 
e* to0., 


Madam,” Tam” a —k 
þ r= T ve W— C150 ? SQ 137: 


"24 Maſs o inns forbid ! ſuch, a yo _Man ! 
"Miko 'Thatis;+I'Hl &© riothing ithont 7 Bri Xn —_ 
Pray, Madam; how-dves the Watch' Ur hp = 
. 24 Moſ. Tt never ftrikes, it only points ro the Buſt- 
_ neſs, as you muſt' do, without telling "Tales." "Dare 
ye meet me two Hours hence ? © 
\Roeb. Ah, Madam, but-l ſhall never bit the Time 
exactly without a Watch, ' 
. 24 Moaſ. Well, take 3 bl -At Ten ny 
the Fountain in the. Me ale-Timpls. ©" Cook. upon . ittle« 
ton-be the- Word.” Exit, 
' Roeb. So if the Po F alt ſuch Volumes 
as thou, Mercy on the poor 'Stadents ! ! From Cook [4pon 
Litthton in Sheets deliver me. 
Love. What, engig'd Myrmidon ! I'fnd og 
ver quit the Battle,” BY you have Gath's aPike 
Service. mY 
-. Roe Obz"dear Friend? Thou'rt critically come to 
my Relief; for faith Pm almoſt tird. 
Love. What « miſerable Creature is 4 Whore! 
' whom: every-Fool-dares pretend to love, and every 
wiſe. Man hates. ' '/ 
Reeb. What? 'Moralizing again! 'Oh- PIF tell thee 
News, Mant:. Pm enter'd in the Inns, by the Lard ! 
| _ Nay, i belies : "S | 
Roeb. 'Nay, 1 won't e me, ſee my ote 
of Admiffion. - Fg "TOY. the Watch. . 
Lowe. A Gold Watch, Boy ! Nh ETOP TW 
Roeb. Ah; a Gold Watch; T2. The 
Love. Whence had you Money to dayaey ; 
Reeb. I took it upon Tick, and I deſign to pay ho- 


- PE 2 nts ths At h'Score.—Byt 
what News from Lucinds, Boy's 5 the kind? Hat 


23g AP Hott. 


b9g9ds7D | mh "PR 


"Ek 2 Ma ng fer 7" I 


- 
SJ» 
| —_ 


Roch: Ha! there's a Cruifer; I. muſt: give 
her one Chace——Pll well) you when I return. 
117 [Exit running. 
Lovk, i find he has, been. at 2 Loſs, Ahere;.-which 
cents ons his Eagernefs. for the Game. here, I begin 
to repent me pk my Sulpicions I believe her Virtue ſo 
ſacred, that *tis a Piece of. Atheiſm: to diſtruſt its Ex- 
Mence. But Jealouſy in Love, like the Devil in Reli- 
10n, is Kill raiſing Doubts, which, without a. firm 
aith in what we adore, will certainly. _ us, 
. Enter a Porter. 
"Por. Ts) our Name Mr. Roebuck, Sir ?. 
Par owe: wou'd \ you have with Mr, Rerbuch 
wr 


Per. T have a finall Note for him, Sir. | 

Love. Let me ſee't. _ 

Per. Ay, Sir; if your. Name be. Mr. Rucbuck, Sir. 
Love. My Name is Roebuck, Blockhead. 
"Per. God blefs 3 you, Matter. 

[Gives bim a Letter; a Exit, 
5 This i is ſome tawdry Billet, with a ſcrawling 
Pong at the End on't. Theſe ſtrolling Jades know a. 
you wholeſome Fellow newly come to'Town, as well 
arſon's Wife does a fat Gooſe. *Tis certainly 

fome FW 9s an therefyre: 7 ah be known, _- 
1] 2063-v9--2 471 z: 5 £9] ;LOpenathe Lettth. 


$ I R, | Tweldey, Three o Clock. 
M Y- Behavituw Pabyus you this Morning was ſome-- 
aubat firange ; but 1 Ball tell you the Fo auſe of it, 

if you meet me at Ten this Night in our Garden ; " #he 
Back-door frall be Wo. vp | 


- x = _ 
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Yours, Lucinda. 
Oh Heav'ns? Certainly it: can't he! LUCINDA; 
that ſpells Woman. *T'was never written ſo: plain be- 


foze. Roebuck, thou'rt as true an Oracle, as ſhe's a 
;  Hs6 
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falſe 'one:' ' Oh thou damin'd' 8ybi7! 1 hidve' courted 
thee theſe three Years, and cou'd meyer: obtain above- 
.a Kiſs of the Hand, and this Fellow-in- an'Evar: or 
two his" obtain'd rhe ' Backloor open. | Mr. Roebuck, 
 finceT have diſcover'd ſome of your Secrets, ll make 
bold to open fome more'pf *ttm—<—Bat how. ſhall ' 
ſhake him off {——Oh, by ve, ity PH ſeek ws 7” In- 
ſtanitly, OHfooR 2 
| Dot Rocback aneting the Porvere- —— | 
' Reoeb. Here, you, "Oils have you . a Note for - che 
Reebuck? | 
"Por. I had, Sir ; but I gave it to hin juſt! now. 
Roeb. You he, Sicrahs 1 am the Man, -—-: ; 
Por. I an't poſitive I! gave it'to''the' right Perſon 3\ 
but I'm very ſure I did, for he anſwer'd the mppans. 2 
tion the Page gave to a T, Six. | 
Roeb. *T'was. well I met that Page, Dog, or. now 
ſhou'd F''cut thy Throat, Raſcal. ; 
Por. Bleſs your Worſhip, noble Six, ---. [Brite | 
 Roeb, At in the Garden! The Skckudabe 
open ! Oh' the Jelicious Place and Hour ! Soft panewpg 
Breaſts, trembling Joigts melting 'Sighs ! and eager: 
Finbraces? Oh EK: Extafy !— But how: to ſhake off Lowe- 


-.. vel {—This i is his nicely virtuous! Ha, ha, ha !——« 


This 3 is his innate Principle of Virtue | Ha, bn, hal. 
Enter Lovewell © pl 
£062" How now | Why ſo merry? UE 
* Reeb. Merry ! Why, *twould make a Dow > 
Man; Ha, Aa, "ha en The Watch >Sir, the Watch, | 
Ha, ha, ha TRA, EL 
Lowe. What of the Wateh ? Y You laugh: by the 
Hour; you'll be run down by-and by, ſure! 
Roeb. Ah, but I ſhall be wound up again. This: 
Watch I had for a Fee, Lawyer——Shov'd Lever be, 
try'd before Gooſe Cap how | ſhow'd laugh'to ſee how. 
gravely his Gooſe Cap ſits upon a Pair 6f Horhs 7 Ha, 
a, ha 2? 
: Love. Thou'rt "Horn-mad. - - Prithee leave laper- 
DENCE mn receiv'd 6 Note Jait now.” 


[9 8 | 


Love-ahd d Bottles... T7 

 Roeb, A. Note! 'Sdeath, what Neve What alas 
mean' Who brought it2:- |, -- 

:Lows,' A, Gentleman; >us 2.Challenge.... 

Rotb. Oh; Thanks to.the Stars ! I'm glad 0 on 't. 

g:4gm | I1 2381288 Oo" t0 3ft0t 635% © £\ _[Afade. 

:Loru And you-may:be ſignally bcriceahle to me: 
in this:Aﬀaiy,! F icay: give: you;/'no.. greater Teſtimo- 
ny.:of my AﬀeCtion, than wy — ſo free with: 


7 bbs What" needs all this Formality ? Pl be. hy 
Second, without all this Impertinence: 
Lowe. There's more; than- that, Friend. EE the 
firſt Place, I don't underſtand -a-. Sword; and again,, 
Pe: tobe call'd to the Bar this Term, ad ſuch a Bu- 
fineſs might prejudice me axtremely. : BO,. n Sth you 
muſt meet and fight for me. ; 
Roeb; Faith, ewwell,, I fhant dick to cuts: Throat 
for my Friend at any Tine, ſo 1 may do i it fairly, or 
fo——— The Hour and Place?  , _ 
 1Lowe. This very Evening in. Moor fields, | 
yas, How will. you, FmpIgy yourſeF the 


_ ll fallow you. ax. a Diſtance, leſt you have 
any-foul Play. | 
Reeb. Which if you do——No, faith Ned, fince 
Pm to anſwer an Appointment for you, you mult make- 
ood an Aſſignation for me. I'm/to meet one of your: 
fries at the Fountain in.the 7. emple. To-vight. Sow 
xiay)be/call'd ito the. "Bar there, 1f you will. 
Watch will tell you the Hour, and ſhall be your Pate 
port. + Let me have/ yours. -——- .. [Change Watches, 
yr RY Oh ! Was that the: Jeſt ?; Ha, ha, ha ! 
Well; I will anſwer an Aſlignation for you ture enough. 
Ha, ha, ha boors=Maw, readuly dacs the Fool run to 
havehis' Throat cut ?, . lE/7/75 
 . Rock How eagerly now. does my Moral Friend run: 
to the Devil, having Hopes of Pzofit in the Wind! IF 
have- ſhabb'd.him-of. purehy. porcterreBus Ns, Ned; 
where had ns Jewel ! | 
oaar « one tyd w the Rand . 
0Ves. 
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Love. Pſhaw }..A Trifle 3/\a. Trifle; from a Miftrefs 
== ake care on't tho'. But hark'ye, George; Mark 
po too home z; have' a Care” wy: may, thro? the 
Gul... +... 

Roch. "Gad, I'm afenld « one or both of us \may-Fall 
But dye hear, Ned, remember: you ent! me on this 
Errand, and are therefore anſwerable for all'Miſchief; 
if I do whip my. Adverfary. thro” 'the-Lungs or is, re- 
member you ſet me upon't. 

Lowe. Well, honeſt George, you won't believe how 
much you oblige me in this Courteſy. 
 Reeb. You know always 1 oblige: myfelf by ſerving 
my Friend I never thought this Spark was” a 
Coward before. [4fede. 

Lowe. I never. imagin'd this: Fellow-was fo eaſy be- 
fore. [4fide.] Well, good Succeſs to us both ; and 
when we meet, well relate. all- Tranſaftions ou 


Roch. That you rea Fool. 5 
| Tov, X hat FOUFO an: As, TOs | 
PUT Ps” ps: SOC fverath, Inaghing. 


Re-enter qo. A the. Stage haſtily, Mockmode 

| and Lyrick following him. - © 

Lyr. Mr. Lowewell, a Word w'ye, 
Lowe. Let it be ſhort, . pray Sir, for wy Bus'neſs 1 is 
urgent, and 'tis almoſt dark.. 
Lyr. Pm reconcil'd to. the. Squire, and want only. 
the Preſentment of | a Copy,of Verſes to ingratiate-my- | 
ſelf wholly, thoroughly. Let me kave that Fiery FP 
lent you juſt now. 


. Love, AY, ay » with all. my bias ——Here,— 


Farewel. 

[ Pulls the | en haftily,. and; nftles bei a Letter 
ets ewith it, which McLnac takes up. 
Low Now, Sir, here's a Poem, which-(according'to 
the Way of us Poets) I ſay,..was written-ar fifteen, but 
between you and I, it was made atfive and'twenty. 
Mock. Five and tweaty | When is a Poet at 
Age, prays 7”. | 


Lyr. 


Tavt\aud\as Bottle. | tg 

\-Zyri. Arthe third: Night of ns firſt Play; ; for he's 

never -aMan till; then. '''- Q INE 

: Mock; But when at Years of: Pio IE - 

Lyr. When they leave Writing ; and that tom 
orig >1 Jo god 40 500 bi8718 TL ET 

.: Meck. But :who are your Guardians ? 

-+ Lyn; Yhe Criticks,who, withtheir L668 war; FEY: | 
nereniles us: come\ 'tof gee "Bat what have you got 
there ? 

Meeks By the Univerſe,” I dow Eon; *tis a Wo- 
| man's Hand ; ſome-Biller-Doux, 1 ſupp ofe; it ju 
out. of LovemelPs Pocket, | We' 1 to the fiext Li t and 
pad St d48qe_ els 10g [Excynt, 


$ os = " E. a dark drbour in Lacinde' Garda, LO 
: -Nnrdh Roebutk' 'Solus. © 

wx Oh, "hw I reverence a Back-door half open,” 
- half ſhut! *Tis the narrow Gate to the Lover's Para- 
diſe ; Cupid ſtood Centry at" the: Entrance,” Love was 
the. Word, and-he'Jet me- paſs. —- Now is my Friend 
pleading for Life 3 he has a puzzling Caſe to manage; 
ten, £0, ONE he's: non-ſulted'; y have gull'd =_ fai Y 


| Enter Lovewelt. | s 
Lowe: I've ;gotin, Thanks to' my Stars, or OR 
the Clouds, whoſe Influence'is my beft Friend at pre= 
ſeats Now ts:Roebuck pazing, or rather proping about; , 
Fn Fallone quis four Swotd; and T'know his fight- . 
ing Humour 'will be as' njad to be baulk'd by any Enes 
ty, as by a Miſtreſs. | 
Reeb, Hark, Hark ! T hear a Voice ; it muſt be ſhe. 
m—Lycinda ! 
[Roy e promng! the” Nene I find; Þ it you, by: 
Choy bom add 
Fogbi Ver; :ny: Dear" 901K. + ; Fry oo 
> ou Let wore my ON Ate 
| Roch: Cc |; to: ares! 5 G0 $1957 
{Run into :earb dither s rms, "Finding the wit, 
fart bathe. - - 


, 
+ 4 


Lowes 


- Lot ul F Batthe. 
" Lows. 'Slife! a Man! | ©; Hts 
Reeb. 'Sdeath ! a Devil Es wert i «is 
; gion, here” s a Wand ſhov'd conjure thee down—— 
. [Draws 
| Love. We ſhall find whole Charm | 15 Rronget, 
[Draxbs. 


"Pho guſo by: ane : ancabor ; | Roebuck paſſer aut at the 
oppofite Door ; and as. Lovewelt is paſt "s Out - on 
the other Side of the Stage, 


_ Enter Leanthe, - Tn 
Lean. Mr. Roebuck ! Six | Mr, Roebuck | / 
[With a Night Gown over his Chaths, 
| = nn: T hat's a Woman' s Voice, PII fear —— 
Madam. 

Lean. Sir. 

Lowe. Come, my dear Lucinds ; I've ftaid a little 
too: long ; but making av Apology now were only 
lengthening the Offence, Let's into the Arbour, we 
Bhs e. up for the Moments miſpent, _ 

Lear. Hold, Sir: Do you love this Lucinda. you's 
fo fond. of hauling into the Arbour ? | 

. Lowe. Yes, by all that's powerful. 

Lean. Falſe, falſe Roebuck | 

loſt. 

_ Lowe. Madem, do you love this beat that Ba 
open'd the Garden-door to {fo late? _ 7 

Lean. Pm airaid I do two well. 

Fo 2 And gid you never own 68 Malian (0 ans 

er . 

Lean. No; witneſs all choſe Powers you.jult now: 
mention'd. ' 

Love. Revenge yourſelves, ye Heavens, Behold 
in me your: Accuſer, and yagr J| Behold Lowe- 
avell, injur'd Lowezve/l.—This Dar neſs, which ops 
portunely hides your Bluſhes, makes. yQur Shame "us 
monſtrous, - LT ET ak 

Lean, Ha! ! ; 6a ' I'm m: EReNY it. 5:he, b but gtad 


to be miſiahengemm- Now Regie Kot all (ag 


L VE» 


[Afide. JT am 


.» 
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| Lowe. Yes, Madam, your Silence rn you 
guilty——Farewel, Woman. "1 4 

Son: CAL ARE. EEG HHS | 

Lows. What am I made your JES'Y + II00 

Lean, Ha, ha, ha! 'T his, hap appens better dag r 
expeRted, — Ha, ha, ha !{<<Mr. Cowewell! 

ve. No. Counter-plotting, Madam'; the Mine's 
ſprung already, and all your Deceit diſcovered. 

Lean. Tndeed you're a fine Fellow at diſcoverin 
Deceits,, I muſt confeſs, that con'd not find whether E 
was a Man or a Woman all this Time. os 

Love. What:the Page! 

Lean. No Counter-plotting, obd Sir ; - the Mine's 
fprung already,—Ah, Sir, Piney Mr, Rocbuck is. 
= at diſcovering a Man from a Womaf'inthe dark, 
t Ou. 

hid, This Diſcovery i is the greateſt Riddle! n—_ 
Prithee,, Child, what makes thee diſpuis'dÞ But abore 
all, what meant that Letter to Roebuck ? 

Lean. Then I find you intercepted it. Why, 
Sir, my Lady had a Mind to put a Trick upon the 
impudent Fellow, made him an Afiignation, and fent 
me in her Stead, to banter him. Þut when T tell beff 
bow you fell into the Snare, and bow Jealous you, 
WeTe-=———Ha, ha, ha! - 

Love. Oh my little deax Rogue ! was that the Mats | 
ter ?——{ Hygs her. ] On my Conſcience, thov'rt fo foft,. 
I believe thou'rt . Woman Rill.——- But who was that 


Man L bn Lencommer juſt vow? 
wor —_— Rocbuck, TIF 

raort the |Footmen, LI oſe.__— Come, Sir, Þ 

muſt condutt you out immediately, left ſome more of 


'em meet "oo. 
| Conducts him to the Door and retUrILLe. 
He certainly was here, and I have mif#'d him, 
Fortune delights with Innocence to = 

And loves to hoodwink thoſe alr Chu: + 

Wary Deceit can many By-ways —_ 


To ſhun the Blocks in. Virtue's apen Road, 
Whilſt beedlels Innocence ftill "__ on Ruin ;- 


Yet,, 


mY 


78 Love\and- a" Bottle. 
' Yet, whilſt by Love infpir'd; I will purſue, | 


What Men by Courage, we by Love can do. 
Not even his Falſhood ſhall my Claim remove 3 


From mutual Fires none can true Paſſion pol LES 
For like. to Tn is EY not Love: 


The But of te Fourth ACT. 


OMIM) GYOX 2) & 


© . mf hk V. 


$ CEN E: An Arts: Didiudes "R I a 
 da's Houſe; the Flat Scene half. open, diſe 
covers a Red-chamber : Lucinda mn ber 
ey and reading by a T, able.” ry 


Enter” Roebuck, groping brz Wa ay. 


nub. (1 N what new hap Climate am I thebdu } 


+ This Houſe is Love's Labyrinth ; ns | 
| hn into it by Chance. Hat an INufion! let 
me look again. -——EFyes, if you may me falſe, [ Look- 
ing about.) V'Il pluck ye out——'Tis ſhe ! *tis Ends 
_ alone, undreſs'd, in a" -Bed-chamber, between Eleven 
and Twelve o'Clock.. A bleſſed Opportunity! 
—— Now if her innate Principle of Virtue' defend her, 
then is miy/innate Principle of Manhood not, worth 
Two-pence.——Hold, ſhe comes forward. —— 
[Lucinda approaches reading. 
Luc. Unjuſt Prerogative of faithleſs Man, 
A's Pow! r which partjal Heaven has 4 ranted 2 [ 
In former Ages, Love and Horioar, ſtood 
As Props and Beauties'to'the Fetnale Cafe; 
But now lie proſtitute to Scorn and Sport. 
Man, made our Monarch, is a Tyrant grown, 


And Woman-kind muit bear a ſecond Fall. 


Rab. 


w 


Love end: a'\Botthds.". 


79. 
Roeb. {ite} Ab; and a third; too. or I'm miſt” 


ken. 4 muſt divert this: plaguy' Romaiticl 
Humour.,........ f 
Luc. While Virtue euided Pence, and Homeur War, 
Their Fruits and Spoils were., QF'rings .madeto Love. 
 Reeb. And *tis fo till ; for [raifing his << 
| Beau with earhiett Cherries Maſs does. _ 
And Soldier offers Spoils of Flanders 
Luc. Ha! —— Prote& me, Heav*ns ! what art thou 
Rob, A Man, Madam. - - 
* Luc? What accurſe@ Spirit has toes you hither ? 
Roeb. The Spirit of Fleſh and Blood, Madam. 
Luc. Sir, what Encouragement. have you ever re- 
ceived to prompt you to this Impudence? | | 
Reeb. (3 ph ! I muſt not. .own..the Reception of a' 
Note/ftom her, [4/6 de.]., Faith, Madam, L know mor 
whether" to attribute'it' In Chance, Fortune, my good 
Stars, my Fate, or my Deſtiny : | But here I am, Ma- 
dam, and here I will-be... - - [Taking her by the Hand. 
Luc. [ Pulling her Hand away. ] If a Gentleman, my. 


Commands may. cauſe you to. withdraw z 4fa Ruflian, 
my Footman ſhall diſpele of you. 


Tipu hh pr wig I'm a Gentleman 1 know how to: 
oblig eal Ft lon .and how. to-ſave.her;Reputation,” My 

Loſe and Hopour go link'd together; they/ace my: 
Principles ; and. if you'll be my Second, we'll engago 
immediately. 

Luc, ;Stand of, Sr; the Name of Love: and. Ho-- 
__profeſling *era. + Thy Love 
is I (Es Onur &. ab. [Thy Mein: 
an "Ha aby thi Gentlemany but:thy/Behaviour: 


is brutal. Thou art a. Centaur ;\ only..one part Man, 
and the other Beake FOO 


Roeb. Philo y in Petticoats! No wonder Wo- | 
men weap the | 4A [4/ide,]- and, Madam, you- 
are a Demi-Goddeſs ; only one part: Woman, tother 
Angel ; and. ue, divided,. ga: "WY: +440: and» Ado» 


ration, True - M18 12") "7 3 effJIZIOL 1911 WON 3 zult 


YL, 
4 


———_— -. a bd 4 =_) 
ec f 8 RK, tv rt + we C4 __ & $ 16 4 , 
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Fuce 


mY 


% Love and a Butt, 
__ Luc. Honourable Love is the Parent of Mankind ; 


but thine is the Corrupter and Debaſer of it. —_—— Phe 
| Paſſion of you Libertines, is bke your Drunkenneſks : 


heat of Lutt, as rother i is | of hwy: and off wide the 


next Sleep. 
Reeb. No, als 5 an: Hair of to Hes: 15 
my Receipt. -—Come, come, Madam; all ag are 


Jaid to reſt - that will difturb:our Bleafare 5 whole Na- 


ture favours us; the kind:iudulgent Stars that direed 
me hither, wink at what we are about. ——--' were 
Jilting. of Fortune to be now idle ; and the, like a 
true Woman, once baulk'd, never affords a ſecond Op- 


iy I —— — -['ll put out the Candle, hs "Torch of 


ve ſhall light us.to. Bed. 
| Luc. Fo Bed, Sir [Thou haſt Impudence « e- 
nough to draw thy Rationality in'Queſtzon. 'Whence 


proceeds it ? From a vain' Thought of thy ewn Graces, 
or an Opinion of my Virtue :————If from the lat- 
ter, know that I am a Woman, whoſe Modeſty dare 


not doubt my Virtue ; yet have ſo much Pride to ſup- 
port it, that the dying Groans of thy whole Sex at 
my Feet, ſhould not. Exton "an mon $0 12, 00 
from. me. |» 

Raeb. Your Thoughts may hs. as nab as you 
pleaſe, Madan. You ſhall be as virtuous to- 
morrow Morning as e'er a Nun im Europe; the Opt- 


nion of the World ſhall proclaim - u ſuch, andthat's 


the/ ſuret- Charter the moſt rigid Virtue in| Zngland is 
held by; - 'The Night has no Eyes to ſee, nor-have I 
z. Tongue to tell : ne Kiſs ſhall oo: "up __ Tuhs: for 
EVET, : 


the Meanneſs of thy Converſation, 
Reeb. Her ſuperior Virtue awes me into! Coldneſs. 
— 'Slife ! 1 it can't be Fwelve fi are. _—Night's a Lyar. 
| in| Drazvr out his Watch. 
Tax.) Sir, if you. won't be gone, I muſt fetch thoſe 
hall condu&t you hence.——=My Eyes are dazzled ture. 
Paying A him towards the Door, fe perceives 
the Fewel tyd to the ear 
ays 


Luc. That md Cenſureiof Women, atgnes 


"_— 


Love and. a Botth. T $1 
Pray, Sir, let me ſee that Jewel. - 

 "Roeb. By Heavens; ſhe has a. mind w't!—Oh, tis 
at : your Service with-all my Soul, _ 

Luc. Wrong not my Virtue by fo poor a Thought. 
——— But. anſwer directly, as you are a \7obe warns, 
what 1'now ſhall aſk': whence had: you that Jewel ? 

Roeb, I exchanged Watches with a Gentleman, and 
had this Jewel into the Bargain. He valu'd it WR: 

*twas a Trifle from a | 
 LZuc. A Trifle! ſaid he en" Indignation, am-I 
lighted thus !-——P} put a Jewel out of : his Power, 
_ that he wou'd pawn his Soul . to retrieve.—— If you 
bea Gentleman, Sir, whom Gratitude can' work np'to 
Love, or 1a virtuous Wike- redaim, he mg you: a 
large Return for that [T rifle. | 

Roeb, Hey-day! a Wile, ſaid ſhe. 1-4 

; Laces What's! { your Name, bir, and of what. Coun- 


we My Name's: Roebuck, Nadu. ets 410 

' Luc. Roehueks tl | "f 

Reeb, *Sdeath ! LiGonget my  adanRioad)eoohfagc 
mode, Madam. — Roebuck hives, =y; 'Namnt," 
and Sur-Mages }C 

: Luo. Meckmode, my Sears 1- it-can't, be 4 But if it | 
ſhou'd, Pembdpabe better Cs rt Tapes gr 
. Family are you,: 6 ? + 
1 Rech, Of Mackmode-Hall in \ Shrophire, Madam : My 
Father's lately -:deadz/ eame:lately from. the Univer- 
ity ;- $i have Fifteen handred Jewel as-pgood fgliting” 
Grou::d as any in England, "Twas my I met 
that Blockhead' to Day, _ _{4fae. 
- Luc. The very Grordwralind: had you any 
DireQtions to court a Lady in London ? 

Rath. Umphi! ——— How fhouw'd: I:have found the 
way. hither elle,. Madam ? What the _— will this 
de 1to? .  [Afae. 

Lac. My Fool that T dreams of I find « a pretty Gen- 
tleman,——Dreams: go-by Contraries.———Well, Sir, 
I am the Lady; and if your Deſigns are honourable, 
I'm youre; z take a turn in ws Garden, ?till I ſend for 
| my 


_ 


es: Dove and FY Bitte, 5 AR 
my Chaplain :' You'muſt take me immediately,, fot if 
I cool, I'm loſt for ever. [Exit 


Rotb. I think T im become--a very, Gar. Shrop/btr 
Gentleman'in good, earneſt; I don, t ſtart at;the. Name 
of the' Paton, ——— Oh Fortu ! Fortune! what art 
thon doing ? If thou, and my riend will, throw: me 
into the Arms of a fine Lady, and a great Fortune, .haw 
the Devil can Thelp it! Oh but, Zoons, there's Mar- 
Triage ! Ay, but there's Maney. Oh but there'are 
Children, ſquawling Children! Ay, but then there 
are Rickets and Smal-Pox, which perhaps may,.carry 
them all away.- Oh but there's Horns! Hops! 
Ay, but then I ſhall go to Heaven ;. for 'tis bat.-rea- 
ſonable, 'fince all Marriages are made in\Heaven,. that 
all Cuckolds ſhould go thither.——But then, there's 
Leanthe ! that ſticks. I love her, witneſs, Heaven, 
Hove her to that Degree ——Pſhaw, I ſhall whine pre- 
ſently. I love her as well as any Woman, .and.what 
can 8 expe& more? I can't drag a Lover's Chain a 
hundred Miles by Land, and a hundred; Leagues\ by 
Water. Fortune has decreed it otherwiſe.——S 
lead on, blind Guide, I'll follow thee ; and. when the 
Blind leads the Blind, no wonder they both fall into 
———Matrimony. [Going out, meets Leanthe.] Oh my 
dear auſpicious little Mercury 7 let me kiſs thee.——— 
Go tell thy charming Miſtreſs, I obey her Commands. 


Exit. 
Enter. Leanthe. bs | R 
\ Lean, Her Colt! Oh Heavens! Ta fol 
low him. | ot 200 Nt rh PR 
Luc. Page, Page, 
Lean. Oh my curs'd Fortane baulk'd again! — 
Madam, | 
' Luc,” Call my Chaplain; 'I'm to be on nytd: pre- 


ently. " o/ rl 
\Lear. my; ſo Fe?" To 5 vom proj Ma- 
dam F- Y Kit NY oi 9: 


Sd & > 


now. | 


Lean. 


Love. and, a, Batt, 83 


Lean. Oh Heavens ! your Ladyſhip i is not in. earneſt, 
Madam ? 


_— What, is Matrimony to be made : a Jeſt of ? 
Don't be impertinent,, Boy's call him. inſtantly, 1 
Loan. What' ſhall T' do "gy TE kk ſolpend 
it till the Momitg, for He ns "lake. - Mr. Lowewell's 
in th Houſe {/ I met him not half an. Hour ago; and 
he 'will 'cerrainly” kill the, Gentleman, and {perhaps 
harm your Ladyſhip. _ 
| £6,” Lovewwell | in my. Houſe! how came he hi- 
ther? | 
Lean. I kngw' not, Madam. I aw him, and talle'd 
| tohim'; he had his Sward drawn, and he threaten'd 
every body, ''Pray delay it to Night, Madam. . 
Luc: "No, T't tefolv'd ; and' PI prevent his diſco- 
| vering us; I'll put on a Suit. of your Cloaths,. and. or- 
der Pindreſ to carry her Night- Gown to the Gentle- 
man”in the Garden, *and_ bid him .meet: me in the 
| lower” Arbour, in the Weſt Corner,, and. {end the 
Chaplain thither inſtantly. 


' Lean, Hold, Fortune, hold ;* ' thou haſt Why won! | 
For Fam loft. 'Thus long I have been rack'd 


Oi thy tormenting Wheel, ard now my Heart. -Arings 


.(brea 
Diſcoveritg who I am, expoſes. me to Shame..., By 
Then what on. Earth an help met... LI Fothach off) 


d — Enter, Pindrefa. 
Pind, Oh Lord, ,Pag ' what's the, Ee: Here' $ 
old KK Liige, of rather W, doings. Prithee, let; you 
and'T throw in our T w0-pence a-piece. into this Mar- 
iage-Logtery 
ar. You'll draw nothing but Blanks, Pl aflure. 
you, from me. —Bit ſtays. let me conſider 9 & 
Buſineſs/* *- v 


ind. No Copſid 5 be. 
EN Etna net een 


Lean, "Well, I have Me, Card to. play till ; and 
with you, Pittoaſs,” FR I [LL akes her Hand. 


P F4 nd. 


4 Law and a Botth. 

Pind, You expett tho' that I ſhould turn up 

Lean. No, not if I ſhuffle right. | A/ade Nb 
Pwndreſs, *tis' a Match.  'Be gone to the lower Arbour, 
at the Weft-corner of the Garden, and TI! come to 
thee immediately with 0 x am, rt Yon muſt not 
whiſper, for we muſt upon the He for 
Lady and the. Gentleman. ———— ”F 

Pixd. Sha'n't I put on my new Gown ſt? 


Lean. No, no, you ſhall have a Green-Gown for 


your Wedding in the Arbour. 
Pind, A Green-Gown !—Well, all Fleſh 1 is Graf, 
Lean. Make lafte, my Spoule, Aly. 
' Pind. And will you -come? will -you be fare to 
come 2? —— My little Green: oth my 
 Tecth waters at Yeu——— 
Lean. Now Chance.————-No, thou'rt blind, 


Then Lows, be thou my Guide, and fet me right ; 
-7 bo" blind, like Chance, you have beſt Eyes £7 Night 


' SCENE Bullfnch's How. 


Enter Lovewell, Bruſh ard Servant. 

 -Loxe. Mr. Lyrick abroad, fay'ſt thou! and Mack- 
mode with him ! 
Serv. All abroad, my Miſtreſs and all. 
Lowe. I don't underſtand this. Brufh, run to Lu- 
_ cinda's Lodgings, and obſerve what's doing there : 1 
ſpy'd ſome hafty Lights glancing thro! the Rooms; 
P11 follow you pray Exit Braſh. J——Can'tyou 
anform me which way they-went ? 

Serv, Perhaps Mr. Mockmode's Man can inform ye. 

Lowe, Pray call him, 

Serv. Mr. Club. Mr. Cheb. © 

Lowe. What, is the Fellow deaf? 

Serv. No, Sir, but he's aſleep, and in Bed. 
Mr. Cheb, Mr. Club. 


Cheb. Ay f 
afleep ; Fs wake : me, 


[Exit 


eh, Pm alleep, In Im 
Avugh OE, 


Orr 


Lave «nd. a Both, 5 


Serv. Here's x Gentleman wangs ye. 


 Fiter Club, awith his Coat aunbutton'd, his [OA OPEY, =" 
a, lake aud Jarwning, .as newly waken'd 


from B 


ta. Fo o'your London Breeding ; what makes 


you waken a Man out of his Sleep oe way ? 
' Lowe, Where's your Maſter, Sir ? 
__ Club. Avugh- -Tis Jr ad thing to be broken 
of one's Refi this way. 
Lowe. Can you inform me here your Maſter's 


one ? ? 
" Club. My Maſter !. -Avu Me 
[Srncing and yawning. 
Love. Yes, Sir, your Maſter, - 
Club,” My Maſter !—— Au -What o'Clock 


= 9% Sir? [ believe Pris pa Midnight, for I have 


gotten my firſt Sleep. ——— Aug 
Lev. Thou'rt aſlcep ſtill, Blockhead. Anſwer me, 
 01———— Where's your Maſter? 


Club. Augh——1I had the pleaſanteſt Dream when 


you calld me——Augh— ] thought my Maſter's 
gieat black Ss-hark- had broke looſe among the 
Mares —— Augh— And fo, Sir, you calld me—— 
Au h—— And ſo I awaken'd. © - 
Lowe. Sirrah, [Strikes him.] i FO - your 
Dream's out, I hope, 

Club. Zauns, Sir ! what d'ye mean, ie? My Mas» 
ſter's as good a Man as you, Sir ; Dem me, Sir. 
Love. Tell me preſently where your Mafter is, Sir- 
rah, or I'll duft ti Secret out of your Jacket. 
* Club. Oh Sir, your Name's Lowexwell, Sir | 

Lowe. What then, Sir? | 

Club. Why then my Maſter is— where you are 
not, Sir, —— My Maſter's in a fine Lady's Arms, and 
you are———— here, I take it. [Shrugging. 
Love. Has he got a Whore a Bed with him ? 


_ Club, He miay be Father to the Son of a Whore by 


this time, if. your Miſtrzſs Lucinda be one, Mr. Ly- 


rick did his Bus neſs; and my Mafter will do her lf 


fines, I warrant him, if o'the right Shropſhire Breed, 
Vor, I. I which 


— a 


$6 . Love and's Bottle. le 
which Pm ſure he is,” for my: Mother nurs'd him on 
wy dll io. T5509 ST DER 1G 

Love. Two Calves ſauckPd on the ſame Cow—_ 
Ha, ha, ha! Gramercy Poet; has he brought the 
Play to a Cataſtrophe fo: ſoon ? A rare Executioner, 
to ny him in the Female Pillory already! ha, ha, 
ha ! =; 4518 oe AL UPS. 

Club. Ay, Sir ; and a Pillory, that you. wou'd give 
your Ears for; I warrant, you think my Maſter's over 
Head and Ears in the 7riþ Quagmire you wou'd have 
_ drown'd him in. But, Sir, we wr found the Bottom 
on't.: -: | | 

Lowe. He may paſs over the Quagmire, Sirrah ; 
for there were ſtepping Stones laid in his Way. 

Club. He has got over dry-fhod, Pll affure you.— 
Pray, Sir, did not you receive a Note from Lucinda, 
| the true Lucinda, to meet her at Ten in her Garden, 
to Night ? Why don't you laugh now ? Ha, ha, 
ha ! | | | 
Lowe. *Sdeath, Raſcal, what Intelligence cou'd you 
_ Have of thagy'- 6 1:61 0 

_ Club. Hold, Sir, I have more Intelligence. You 
threw Mr. Ly#ick his Poem, in a hurry, in the Part, 
and juſtled that ſweet Letter out of your Pocket, Sir. 
This Letter. fell into my Maſter's Hands, Sir, and 

_ diſcover'd your Sham, Sir, your Trick, Sir. Now, 
Sir, I think you are as deep in the Mud as he is in 
the Mire. | | | 

Love, Curs'd Misfartune !2— And where are they 
gone, Sir? Quickly, the Truth, the whole Truth, 
Dog, or Nl ſpit you like a Sparrow. _ | 

Club. 1 deſign to tell you, Sir. Mr. Lyrick, Sir, 
being my Maſter's intimate Friend, or ſo, upon a 
 Bribe of a Hundred Pounds, or fo, has fided with 
him, taken him to Lucinda's Garden in your ſtead, 
and there's a Parſon, and all, and ſo forth. Now, 
Sir, I hope the Poet has brought the Play to a very 
good Cata——Cataw—what d'ye call him, Sir ? 


Lowe 


| Love and a Bottle, 8 
Lowe. Twas he I encounter'd in the Garden. _— 


_ *Sdeath! Trick'd by the Poet; Þ'll cut off one of his 
Limbs, P11 make a Synalcepha of him, Pll——— 


Club. He, he, he! Two Calves ſuckV'd on the 
ſame Cow !——— —He, he, he! | 
Lowe. Nay, then I begin with » you. _* [Drubs him. 
Club. Zauns! Murder! Demme! Zauns! Mur- 
der! Zauns!? [Runs I, Lovewell after him. 


SCENE changes to the Amti-chamber in Iueinda's 
Houſe 3 ; @ Hat and a Sword on the Table. 


Enter Bruſh. 
Bruþb I have been peeping , and crouching hour | 
like a Cat a mouſfing. Ha! ſmell a Rat—a Sword - 
and a Hat !—There are certainly a Pair of Breeches 
appertaining to theſe, and may be lap'd up in my 
| Lady” $ Lavender, who knows ? [Eiftens, 


Enter EN in a hurry. 

Leve. What, Sir? What are you doing ? I'm ruin'd, 
trick*d. 
Bruſh, I believe ſo too, Sir. —See here EL ELARES 

[ Shews the Hat and Sword. 

Lowe. By all my hopes, Roebucks Hat and Sword. 
This is Miſchief upon Miſchief. Run you to the 
Garden, Sirrah, and if you find any Body, ſecure 
'em, I'll ſearch the Houſe——P'm ruin'd! Fly ! 
Roebuck: What hoa Roebuck ? hoa ! 


Enter Rochedk unbuttor'd ; runs to Lovewell and em- 
| —_ him. 

Roeb. Dear, dear Lowenvel!, wiſh me Joy, wiſh me 
Joy, my Friend. 

Lowe, Of what, Sir? | 

Roeb. Of the deareſt, tendereſt, whiteſt, ſofteſt 
Bride, that ever blekt Man's Arms. I'm all Air, all a 
Cupid, all Wings, and muit fly again to her Embra- 
ces. Detain me not, my Friend. 


F Rp Love. 


4 


Le Lowe and a | Bottle. 


| Love, Hold Sir, Thope you mock me! tho' that 
fel unkind. - ; 

Roeb. Mock you | —_ -By Heaven? s,. no. She's 
more than Senſe can bear, or Tongue 4 7 2900" URN 
ou Lucinda ! Shou'd Heaven: 

+» Lowe, Hold, Sir, no more. 

Roeb. I'm on the Rack. of Pleaſure, and muſt con- 
Cels all. - 

When her ſoft melting, avi and yielding Waſte, 
Within my preflin 57. was folded faſt, 
Our Lips Ave melted down by Heat of Love, 
And lay incorporate in liquid Kifles, - . 
Whalt in _— broken Sighs, we OREN each other's 
| uls. + 
foun _ come, Rab, 'NO > more of this Ex- 


cron -By Heav'n I ſwear, you ſhan't 
BPH. 

Reeb. By Heav'n I ſwear fo too; ; for I'm marry'd 
already. 5 


Lowe. Then thou'rt a Villa. 

:: Roeb.: A Villain, Man. 1_— Pſhaw, that's Mow. 
ſends. A poor Fellow can no ſooner get 'marry'd, 
than you-im agine he may be calPd a Villain profent 
> re IE} ou may call me a Fool, a Blockhead, 
an Afs, 'by the Authority of Cuſtom: But why a 
Villain, Fl God's fake ? 

. Love, Did not you engage to meet, and fight a 
Gentleman for me in Moorfields 2 

| Reeb.- Did not you promiſe to engage a Lady for 
me at the Fountain, Sir? 

Lowe. This Lucinda is my Miſtzeſs, Sir, 

| Rocb. This Lucenda, Sir, 1s my Wife. 

Lowe. Then this - decides the matter. Draw. 

[Throws Roebuck his Sword, and draws his own. 

Roeb. Prithee be quiet, Man, I've © other Bufineſs 
to mind on my or 2. oa I muſt m-to my 
Bride. "211! [ Going. 

: Lowe. Hold, Sir ; move a Step, and by Heavens 
Pl ws thee. 


Rec, 


Fe 
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| Reeh, Put up, put up; Plhaw, I mn + pep ro: 
die; I a'n't, evi tak: Keg. | 
Lowe. Do you dally with me, Sir? | 
Roeb. Why you won't be ſo unconſcionable as to 
kill a Man fo ſuddenly ; 1 han't made my Will yet. 


Per I may leave you a Le 

Fe Pardon is Hh, i, preſs'd b ſing ag 

Taunts, my Paſſion. urge my Arm. to a& what's fo 
[Offers to puſh at him. 

Roeb. Hold. [Taking up his Sword. Tis ſafeſt ma- 
king Peace, they ſay, with Sword in Hand. _ 
tell thee what, Ned, I would not loſe this Ni 
Pleaſure for the Honour of fighting and vanqui x 
the Seven Champions of Chri/tendom: Permit me then 
but this Night to return to the Arms of my dear Bride, 
and Faith and Troth Pl] take a fair Thruſt with. you 
to-morrow Morning. 

Lowe. What! beg a poor Reprieve for Life Tore 
Then thou art a Coward. 

Roeb. You. imagined the contrary, when. you. em- 
ployed me to fight for you.in Moorfields. * 

Lowe. Will nothing move wy all 7———Thow're 
baſe, ungrateful. 

Reoeb. Ungrateful ! I love FI Ned ; by: SHERI 
my Friend, I love thee; therefore name. not _that 
Word again, for ſuch a Repeticion would overpay 
all thy Favours, 

Love. A cheap, a very -chonn way of making Ac- 
knowledgment, and therefore thou haſt catched it, 
which makes thee more ungrateful.. 

Roeb. My Friendſhip even yet does balance Paſſion 
but throw in. the leait Grain more of an Aﬀont; and 
by Heaven. you turn the Scale. 

Lowe. hag: ng], No, Pve thought: better; my 
Reaſon, clears: She e's not worth my Sword; a Bully 
only ſhou'd draw in her Defence, for ſhe's falſe, a- 
Proſtitute.. © - {Puts up his Sword. 

Reeb. A Proftitute! by Heavens thou lyft.: [Draws.. 
 —— Thou haſt blaſphemed.. Her Virtue anſwers the 
uncorrupted State of Woman ; ſo. much. above Mo- 

L > _ defty,, 
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CO Love and a Bottle. 
deſty, that it mocks Temptation. She has convinc'd 
me of the bright Honour of our Sex, and I ſtand Cham- 
Pion now for the fair Female Cauſe. 
Lowe. 'Then I have loſt what nought on Earth can 


pay. Curſe on all Doubts, all. Jealouſies, that de- 


ftroy our preſent Happineſs, by miſtruſting the fu- 


ture. Thus Miſbetievers making their Heaven un- 


certain, find a certain. Hell. — And 1s ſhe virtuous ? 
ſound the bold Charge aloud, which does proclaim 
me guilty. _- CN | 
Roeb, By Heavens, as virtuous as thy Siſter. 
Lowe. My Sifter !——Ha!—— TI fear, Sir, your 
Marriage with Zucinda has wrong'd my Siſter ; for 


her you courted, and I heard ſhe lov'd you, 


 Roeb. Þ courted her, it is true, and lov'd her alſo; 
nay, my Love to her rivald my Friendſhip tow*rds 
———— and had my Fate allow'd me time for 
Thought, her dear Remembrance might have ſtop'd 
fhe Marriage: Bur ſince it 1s paſt, I muft own to you, 


| to her, and all the World," that I caſt off all former 


Pafhon, and ſhall' henceforth confine my Love to the 
dear Circle of ther charming Arms from whom I juſt 
now parted. 


Enter Leanthe in Woman's looſe Apparel. 

Lean, I take you at your Word, 'Theſe are the 
Arms that held you. | 

Reoeb. Oh Gods and Happineſs | Leanthe /! 

Lowe. My Siſter! Heavens ! It cannot be. 

Roeb. By Heavens it can, it ſhall, it muſt be ſo 
For none on Earth cou'd give ſuch Joys but ſhe. — 
Who would have thought my Joys cou*d bear In- 
creaſe ? Lowewell, my Friend! 'This is thy Siſter ! 
Tis Leanthe! My Miſtreſs, my Bride, my Wife! 

Lean. | am your Siſter, Sir, as ſuch I beg you to 
pardon the Effe& of violent Paſſion, which has dri- 
ven me into ſome imprudent AQtions: But none ſuch 
as may blot the Honour of my Virtue, or Family. 
To hold you no longer in ſuſpence, *twas I brought 


the Letter from Leanthe; "twas I manag'd the In- 


trigue 


Love. and a; Bottle: 9a 

trigue with Lucinga ;-I ſent the; Neve $M. Reins 

this Afternoon ; and. ; SEED TER M4 
Roeb. That was-the Bride-of happ y.me.. Ok 

_  Lewe. Thou: art -my- Siſter! and. 4. 9 WIRE f 

for thou haſt bleſs'd thyſelf, and blefs'd thy. Brother. 

Lucinda till is Ries and may, be mine, 


Roeb. May ! She ſhall be Khige, my F end, 
Love. Where is | Cnctada ' FE BE | 


Enter Mockaiole, 55 
Mcck. Not far off; tho' far neven: from you, by 
the Univerſe. 


Lean. You mult . give me leave not to believe, you, 
Sir, : 
Meck, Oh, Madam !, T. qrave- you ten; thouſand 
: Pardons, by the Univerſe, Madam, . Zauns, .Madaim, 
Dem -me, Madam. | -[Offzrs to Jalute her aukwardly. 
Love. By your. leave, Sir. [7 hrufts him back. 
Roeb. Ah, Couſin Mockmade !- - How do ail 
our Friends: in Shrop/vire *- 
Mock. Now, Gentlemen, 1 honk. you. all for your 
Trick, your - Sham. You imagine I have. got, your 
Whore, Couſin, your Crack. But Gentlemen, by 
the Aſſiſtance of a Poet, your $hrely is metamorphos'd 
into the real Lucinda ; which your Eyes ſhall teſtify. 
: Bring in the Jury there.——- Guilty or not Guilty ? ; 


Enter Lyrick and Trudge,,  <.. 
Trud, Oh my dear Roebuck ! [Trudge! heing Roe- . 
buck, throws of her Maſque, flies; tg him, takes him 
about the Neck and kifjes. him,] And Faith. is.'1t,, you, 


. dear Joy? And where have you. _m mow ſeven 
long Years? 


Mock.” Zauns! 
Roeb. Hold off, ſtale Iniquiry,—— Madam, you'll 
pardon this ? . - [To Leanthe. 


Trud. Indeed I won't live with that Stranger. ,. You 


promis'd to marry me, ſo you did. ——+Ab Sir, Ned- 
dys a brave Boy, God bleſs him-3-he's.a whole 
Armful ; Lord knows, I had a heavy Load of 'him. 


I 4 Love. 
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= Love, Guilty or not Guilty, Mr. Mockmode? 


' 'Mock, "Tis paſt that; I'am-condemned ; Pm hang'd 
1 the Marriage Nooſe.—Hark ye,” Madam, was this 
& Doftor that 'let” you Blood under the Tongue for 


_ the Quinſey? .. 


' _Trud. Yes, that it was, Sir. © | 


\\ *2f,,4-* Then he” may do ſo again; for the Devil 


> 


© 


 *rick, is this your Poetical Friendſhip ? 


take me if ever I breath a Vein for ye. Mr. Ly- 


Lyr. I had only a mind to convince you of your 


*Squireſhip. 


Love. Now, Siſter, my Fears are over.———But 


'where's Lucinda ? How is ſhe diſpos'd of ? 


Lean. "Fhe Fear ſhe lay under of being diſcover'd 
by you, gave me an Opportunity of impoſing Pin- 
are/s apon her inſtead of this Gentlewoman, whom ſhe 
expected to wear one of Pindre/ss Night-Gowns as a 
Diſguiſe. To make the Cheat more current, ſhe diſ- 
guis'd herſelf in my Cloaths, which has made her 
Paſs on her Maid for me; and I by that Opportuni- 
ty pyting on a Suit of her's, paſt upon this Gentle- 
man for Lucinda : My next Bulineſs 1s to find her out, 
and beg her Pardon, endeavour her Reconcilement 
to you, which the Diſcovery of the Miſtakes between 
both will eaſily effect. | 
 Reeb; Well, Sir, [Tv Lyrick,] how was your Plot 
carried on ? | = | 

Lyr. Why this *Squire (will you give me leave to 
call you ſo now ?) this *Squire had a mind to perſo- 
nate Lowerwell, to catch Lucinda.————So I made 
Trudge to perſonate Lucinda, and ſnap him in this very 
Garden.—Now, Sir, you'll give me leave to write 
our Epithalamium, | 
Mock. My Epithalamium ! my Epitaph ! Screech- 
Owl, for Pm buried alive. But I hope you'll return my 
hundred Pound I gave you for marrying me. 

Lyr. No ; but for five hundred more I'll nnmarry 
you. Theſe are hard Times, and Men of Induſtry 
mult make Money. 


Mo, 


ET IO Love and a Batth. ' 
. Mock. Here's the Money, by the Univerſe, Sir; a 


c 


= 


\ Bill of five hundred Pound Sterling apon Mr. Dizto 
_ the Mercer in Cheapfede. Bring me a;Reprieve,. and 'tis 


= 


rs. | CATE 
"I Lay it in that Gentleman's , Hands. = 
Tab a6): 0izes o of (eoronback phe Filk 
The Executioner hall qt the, OPF-payn 3 att Sd 
| [Goes to the Door, and. brings in Bullfinch. dre/i/4 
-: OS: Cnc ooo ator but: ak 
Here's Revelation for you !—[ Pulls open. the Gown: 
Mock, Oh thou damn'd Whore of Babylon! - 
Love, What, Pope; Joan the Second }. Were, you 
el Of he owns Gahongon), 203 =) 
_ Bull. Of the Poet's Ordinatzon., ,, ,,, 
Poets were Prieits. Abate % 25. 46179 44 AR] # WE*k» Ks 
 _ Meck. No. wonder. then that all the World were 
Men ooinet ris 5 dim 5: at el ke hoe Re 
Lyr. How. d'ye like the Plat } Wou'd. jt not do well 
for a Play ?—— My Money,. Sinv— ._ _....._ _ ... 
i op ie ant 3a cork - SOROS 
| Reeb.. No, Sir ; it belongs to this Gentlewoman.— 
[Gives it to Trudge.] You have divorc'd her, and mu. 
give her ſeparate Maintenance, ——There's another 
turn of Plot you were not aware of, Mr. Lyrick. | 


Enter Lucinda, Leanthe, and Pindreſs. . 

Luc, You have told me Wonders — 

Lean. Here are theſe can teſtify the Truth. This 
Gentleman is the real Mr. Mockmode, and much ſuch 
another Perſon as your Dream repreſented. | 

Reeb. T hope, Madam, you'll pardon my diſſem- 
bling, ſince only the Hopes of ſo great a Purchaſe: 
__ eou'd cauſe it. . 

Luc, Let my wiſhing you much Joy and Happineſs 
m your Bride, teſtify my Reconciliation ; and at the 
Requeſt of your Siſter, Mr. Lowewell, I pardon your 
paſt Jealoufies. You threatened me, Mr. Lowewell, 
with an 1ri/6 Entertainment at my VVedding. I wiſk 
\ K preſent now, to aſliſt gy your Silier's Nuptials. 

; G 5 : 
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-.: Roan: At: my laft going hence, I ſent for ? em, and 
they're ready. 
ove, Call *em in then. 
[4r Iriſh Entertainment of three Men and thre 
Wamen, dreſ#d after the Fingallian Faſhion, 
Lac. T muſt reward your Siſter, Mr. Lowewel!, for 
the many Services done me as my Page. I therefore 
ſettle my Fortune and myſelf on you, on this Con- 
dition, That you make over your Eſtate in Ireland 
to your Siſter, and that Gentleman. ' 
Lowe. *Tis done, only with this Proviſo, Brother, 
'That you forſake your Extravagances. 
Raeb. Brother, you know I always lighted Gold, 
But moſt when offer'd as a ſordid Bribe. 
I ſcorn to be brib'd even to Virtue, 
But for bright Virtue's ſake, I here embrace it. 
Y 20 acing Leanthe. 
I have eloous'd all Goodneſs with Leanthe, 
And am od dks from al my lormer F ollies, 


W eman's eur Fate. Wild an PR WIPY F lames 

Debauch us firſt, and jafter Love reclaims. 

Thus Paradiſe was lbft by Woman's Fall, 

But virtuous Wi oman thus reflores it all, 
| [Exeunt omnes, 


E P I, 


EPILOGUE. 


Witten and” Took by Yo. Hoes in i 


I Mourning... 


He and his Play both be damn'd for me: © 

No, Royal T, ovate T come to Mourn for thee, 
And muſt thofe Strafures then untimely fall, © | 

Whilft th* other Houſe lands, and gets i Dewil and all ? 
Muft ftill kind Fortune through all Weathers fleer *em, 
And Beauties bloom there, ſpite of Edax Rerum ? 
Vivitur Ingenio, 5a! damn'd Motto there, 

(Looking: backs at it, 

Seduc'd me firſt to be a RE Player: | 
Hard Times indeed; O-'Tempora! O Mores ! 
1 know that Stage muft _y, wy not one Whore is." 


7 Cone VO your: Pa's Fate t fre; nf, 3 


But can you have the Hearts FPS, Pray now fpeak,) 
After all our Serwices, to let us break ? 
You cannot do't, unleſs the Devil's in ye, | 
What Arts, what Merit, ha"n't ave usd to win ye ? 
Firft, to divert ye with ſome new French Srellers ; 
et Te ” Bona Sere's, Barba Colars. 


{Mgeking the late Singers, 


When their Male Throats no Show drew your Money 
We got you an Eunuch's Pipe, Signior Rampony. 
That Beardlejs Song ter wwe cou'd ne'er make much on; © 
The Females found a damn'd Blotch in his *Scutcheon. 
An Italian now avewve got of mighty F ality 


Don Piginondo Fideli—T here” s Mufick in kis Nome : 
I 6 


His 


EPILOGUE. 
His Voice is like the Mufick of the Spheres, Og. 
1t fhou'd be Heavenly for the Price it bears. [201. a time, 
He's a handſome Fellow too, looks briſk and trim : 
If he don't take ye, then the Deel take him. 
Beſides, left our white Faces always mayn't delight ye, 
W-:we pickt up Gipfies new to pleaſe or fright ye- 


Laſtly, to make our Houſe more courthy ſhine, 

As Travel does the Men of Mede refine, 

$o our Stage-Heroes did their 'Tonr deftpn. ES FR 

To mend their Manners, and coar/e mo Feeding, 

T hey Tent to Ireland, to improve their Breeding ; FOE 
Yet, for all this, we fil are at a toſs, | 
0 Collier ! Collier ! thox/? frighted away Miſs Cs : 
She, to return our Foreigntr's Complaiſance, F 
At Cupid's call, has made a Trip to France. 
Lowe's Fire Arms here, afe finct not worth a Sons : 
Wee hft the only Touch-hole of ozr Houſe, 


Lofing that Fewel, gave us a fatal Blow : 
W 4p thin Audithcs uf Jo. Haynes nd ; 
Well, if tis detreed, ner can thy Fate, O Stage ! 
Refift the Vows of this obdurate Age; 
PII then grow wiſer, leave off playing the Fool, 
And hire this Play-houſe for a Boarding School. 
Dye think the Maids awon't be in a ſaveet Condition, 
When they are under Jo. Haynes's grave Tuition ? 
They'll hawe no occafion then; Pm ſure, to Play, 
They'll have ſuch Comings in another way. 
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To the Honovrasnre 


SirRocer MosTyN, Bart. 
ren; 7 | | 
Moſtyn-Hall in Flintſhire 
F 9 46 


ICTIS no ſmall RefleFion on Pieces of this Nature, 
that Panegyrick is fo much improv'd, and that De- 


 dication is grown more an Art than Poetry; that Au- 
 thors, to make their Patrons more than Men, make them- 


felwes leſs ; and that Perſons of Honour are ford to drt- 
cline Patrouizing Wit, becauſe their Modeſty cannot bear 
the groſs Strokes of Adulation. FE, 

But give me leave to ſay, Sir, that I am too young 
an Author to have learnt the Art of Flattery ; and, I 
hope, the ſame Modefly which recommended this Play to 
the World, will alſo reconcile my Addreſſes to you, of 
awhom I can ſay nothing but what your Merits may war» 
rant, and all that hawe the Honour of your Acquaint= 
ance will be proud to vindicate. 6g 

The greateſt Panegyrick upon you, Sir, is the unpre- 
Judic'd and bare Truth of your Charadter, the Fire of 
Youth, with the Sedateneſs of a Senator, and the Mo- 
dern Gaiety of a fine Engliſh Gentleman, with the Ne- 
ble Solidity of the Ancient Briton. |; ” 

This is the Chara#er, Sir, which all Men, but your- 
elf, are proud to publiſh of You, and which more cele- 
brated Pens than mine ſhould tranſmit to Poſterity. 

The Play has had ſome noble Appearances to honour 
its Repreſentation ; and !o complete the Succeſs, 1 have 
preſum'd to prefix ſo Noble a Name to uſper it into the 
World. 4 lately Frontiſpiece 7s the Beauty of a Build- 


ing, But here I muſt tranſverſe Ovid: 


Materia ſuperabit Opus. 
I am, Honourable Sir, 
Your moſt Devoted, 
_ and Humble Servant, 


_ G. Farqunan, 


” IEP VID 
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__ conferr'd them. 
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TO THE. 


READE 
"I | | 6.4.44 | ; 4 os - Eo 


N affected Modeſty is very often the greateſt Va- 
nity, and Authors are ſometimes prouder of their 
Bluſhes, than of the Praiſes that: occafion'd them. I 
ſha'n't therefore, like a fooliſh Virgin, fly to be pur- 


 ſu'd, and deny what I chiefly wiſtt for. I am very 


willing to acknowledge the Beauties of this Play, eſpe- 
cially thoſe of the third Night, which not to be proud = 
of, were the Height of Impudence : Who 1s aſham'd tor 
value himſelf upon ſuch Favours, undervalues thoſe who: 
As I freely ſubmit to the Criticiſms of the Judicious, 
$ I cannot allow this an itl-Play, ſince the 'Town has: 
allow'd it ſuch Succeſs; When they have pardon'd 


my Faults, *twere very ill Matiners te condemn their 


InduJgence. Some may thmk (my Acquaintance in 
Town being too ſlender to make a Party for the Play) 
that the Succeſs muſt be deriv'd from the pure Merits 
of the Cauſe. I am of another Opinron ; I have not 
been long enough in Town to raiſe Enemies againſt 
me ; and the Erg/i/p are ſtil kind to Strangers. I am 
below the Envy of great Wits, and above the Malice 
of little ones. I have not diſpleaſed the Ladies, nor of- 
fended the Clergy ; both which are now pleas'd to ſay, 
that a Comedy may be diverting without Smut and Pro- 


fanenets. 
$271) | Next 


"I. AREFACE 
Next to thoſe Advantages, the Beauties of AQion, 

ave the greateſt Life to the Play, of which the Town. 
is ſo ſenſible, that all will join with me in Commenda- 
tion of the AQors, and allow (without detrafting from. 
the Merit of others) that the Theatre-Reyal affords an 
excellent and- compleat Set of Comedians. Mr. W;lkrs. 
Performance has ſet him ſo far above Competition in the 
Part of Wildair, that none can pretend to. envy the 
Praiſe due to his Merit. 'That he made the Part, will. 
appear from hence, that whenever the Stage has the 
Misfortune to loſe him, Sir Harry. Wildtir may go to. 
the Jubilee. _ I | 

A great many quarrel at the Trip to the Faubilee for 

a Miſnomer : I muſt tell them, that perhaps there are 
greater T'rips in the Play ; and when I find that more 
exact Plays have had better Succeſs, Pll talk with the. 
Criticks about Decorums, &c. However, if I ever. 
- commit another Fault of this Nature, I'll endeavour ta, 
make it more excuſable, 
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PROLOGUE. 


By a FRIEN D. 


- 


0 ETS will think ate fo checks their F ury 

As Wits, Cits, Beaux, and Women for their Joy. 
Our Sparks half dead to think what Medley's come, 
With blended FT udgments to pronounce his Doom. 
*Tis all falſe Fear ; for in a i Pit, 


. Why, what your grave Don thinks but dully wurit, 


His Neighbour th" great Wig may take for Wit, 
Some Authors court the Few, the Wiſe if any ; 


Our Youth's content, if he can reach the many, 


Nat to bo {abs what Prieſts or Poets ſay, 


Neo! no! ou Thoughts, like theirs, lie quite another 


Who go with much like Ends to Church and Play, 


The Ladie es ſafe may ſmile for here's no Slander, 
No Smut, no lewd-tongu'd Beau, no double Entenadre, 


 *Tis true, he has a Spark juſt come from France, 


But then ſo far from \ nxt he talks Senſe ! 


Like Coin oft carry'd out, but ſeldom brought 
from thence, 


There's yet a Gang 16 whom qur Spark Bhevits, 


Your Elbow ſhaking F ool, that lives by's Wits, 

That's only witty tho, juſt as he lives, by fits. 

Who, Lion-like, through Bailiffs, ſcours away, 
Hunts, in the Face, a Dinner all the Day, 

At Night with empty Bowels grumbles o'er the Toys 
And now the modiſh * Prentice he implores, 


Who, with his Maſter's Caſh, flon out of Doors, 


ayes it on a Brace of ——— Honourable Whores : 


% > 02 as. a. RE > = —& WI ; 


PROLOGUE. 

While-their good bulky Mother pleas'd, fits by, 
Bawd Ratner of the Bubble Gallery. RY 
Next to our mounted Friends, wwe humbly move, bY 
Who all your Side-box Tricks are much above, | 
And never fail to pay us with your Love. 
Ah Friends ! poor Dorſet Garden-houſe is gone ; 
Our merry Meetings there are all undone : | 
Duite loft to us, ſure for ſome flrange Mijdeeds, 
That fireng Dog Sampſon's pulPd it v&er our Heads, 
Snaps Rope like Thread; but when his Fortunt's told him, 
He'll hear perhaps of Rope will one Day hold him : 
At leaſt, 1 hope, that cur good-natur'd Town 
Will find a way to pull his Prices down. ES 

Well, That's all ! Now Gentlemen for the Play, 
On ſecond Thoughts, Pwve but two Words to ſay; 
Such as it is for your Delight defign'd, 
Hear it, read, try, judge, and ſpeak as you find. 


Drama- 


Dramatis Perſon. 


y At airy. Gentle-? 
man, affetiing hu- 
morous Gaiety and > Mr. Wilks. 
Freedom in his Be- 
havionr. 


A diſbanded Co- 3 


Sir Harry Wild- 


air, 


Standard, Sow, brave and ge- f Mr. Powwel. 
9 nerous. 
Outwardly pious, 
NED otherwiſea great De- 
Fizars, j= and villai- = Mills. 

m_ nous. 

Smuggler, An old Merchant. Mr. Johnſon. 

OS A pert London- Mr. Pinketh-. 
Clincher, Pei + tarn'd Bea, gas 

Ol and —_— Travel ad 

YE His Broth er, edu- 

_ Clizcher jun, 4 catedinthe Country. F-Mr. Bullock. 
Dicky, His Man. Mr. Norris. 
Tem Errand, A Porter, Mr. Haynes. 

WOMEN. 
Df hens, of ajilting Y 
emper, proceeding 
Gere, from a Reſentment _ L1 
of her Wrongs from \ ©8508 
Men. ; io 

An old Lady, Mo- 

Lady Darling, 3 ther to. Angelica. | Mrs. Powel. 
Angelica, _ A Womanof Honour. Mrs, Rogers. 


Party, | Maid to Lurewell, Mrs. Moor. 
Conſtable, Mob, Porter s Wife, Servants, _ 
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Conſtant Couple. 


etched 
ACT. 
SCEN E, The Part. 
Enter Vizard with a Letter, a Servant following. 


VazanrD. 
I Neelica ſend it back moped! ſay 
you ? 

Serv. As you ſee, Sir. 
Viz. The Pride of theſe virtuous 
1] Women is more inſufferable than the 
EB] Immodeſty of Proftitutes—After all 
my Incouragement to flight me thus! 
Serv. She ſaid, Sir, that imagining your Morals 
 fincere, ſhe gave you Acceſs to her Converſation ; 
but that your late Behaviour in her Company has 
convinc'd. ker, that your Love and Religion "ww. both 
' / 2 
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Hypocriſy, and that ſhe believes your Letter like your. 
ſelf, fair on the Outſide, (foul within ; ſo ſent it back 
unopen'd. 

Viz. May Obſtinacy guard her Pony till Wrinkles 
bury it; then may Defire prevail to *make her curſe 
that untimely Pride her lifappointdd Age repents— 
V'l1 be reveng'd the my firſt Opportunity ———Saw 
you the old ady Darling, her Mother ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir, and ſhe was pleas'd to ſay much | in 
your Commendation. 

Viz. That's my Cue An Eſteem grafted i in Old 
Age is hardly rooted out; Years ſtiffen their Opinions 
with their Bodies, and old Leal is only to be cozen'd 
by young Hypocriſy. [ Hfade. 
Run to the Lady Larne a know of her Maid, 
whether her Ladyſhip will be at home this Evening, 
Her Beauty is ſufficient Cure for Angelica's Scorn. 
[Exit Servant. Vizard pull; out @ Book, read;, and 


avalks about. 


Enter Smuggler. 


Snug. Ay, there's a Pattern for the young Men o'th' 
Times, at his Meditation fo early, ſome Book of pious 
Ejaculations, I'm ſure. 

Viz. This Hobs is an excellent Fellow ! [ 4fde.] 0 
Uncle Smuggler ! To find you at this End o'th* "Town 
15 a Miracle. 

Smug. I have ſeen a Miracle this Morning indeed, 
Couſin Yizard. 

Viz. What is it, pray, Sir ? | 
Re, Smug. 68g at gr Derotion { near the © Court— 

,» that you ke our SanCtity un- 
ieaes'y fe ;nfAious Place ; , Yo" ry Air «| this 
Park is Heatheniſh, and every | Man's Vreath ] meet 
ſcents of Atheiſm. 

Fiz. Surely, Sir, ſome great Concern muſt bring you 
to this unſanQtify'd End of the Town. 

Smug. A very unſanRify'd Concern, truly Couſin, 


Viz. What is If ? 
 Omlpe 
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Smug. A Law-Suit, Boy——Shall I tell you ? 
My Ship the Swaz is newly arriv'd from St. Sebaftian, 
laden with Portugal Wines: Now the impudent_ 
Rogue of a Tide-waiter has the Face to affirm it is 
French Wines in. Spaniſh Caſks, and has indifted me 
upon the Statute: -O- Conſcience ! Conſcience ! 
Theſe. Tide-watters and Surveyors plague us more 
with their French Wines, than the War did with French 
Privateers ———»— Ay, there's another Plague of the 
Nation —— _ 


E ner Colont! Standard. 


A red Coat and Feather. 

Viz. Col. Standard, Pm your humble Servant. 

Stand, May be not, Sir. ES 

Viz. Why fo ? | 

Stand. Becauſe — Pm diſbanded. 

Viz. How! Broke? | | 

Stand. "This very Morning, in Hide-Park, my brave 
Repiment, a thouſand Men that look'd like Lions 
Yeſterday, were ſcatter'd, and look'd as poor and 
ſimple as the Herd of Deer that graz'd beſide *em. 
 Smug. Tal, al, deral [Singing.] I'll have a Bonfire 
this Night as high as the Monument. 

Stand, A Bonfire! Thou dry, wither'd, ill Na- 
ture; had not thoſe brave Fellows Swords defended 
you, your Houſe had been, a Bonfire e'er this about 
your Ears. — Did we not venture our Lives, Sir ? 

Smug. And did we not pay for your Lives, Sir ? == 
Venture your Lives! I'm ſure we ventur'd our Money, 
and that's Life and Soul to me. Sir, we'll maintain 
you no longer. Ms 65 

Stand. Then your Wives ſhall, old AFzon. There 
are five and thirty ſtrapping Officers gone this Morning 
to live upon free Quarter in the City. 

Smug. O Lord! O Lord! I ſhall have a Son with- 


in theſe nine Months born with a leading Staff in- his 
Hand,—Sir, you are—_—_ 


Stagd. 
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- :Stand, What, Sir ? Poe 
'Smug. Sir, I ſay that you are—— 

Stand. What, Sir? OO TET 0 2k 

Smug. Diſbanded, Sir, that's all ———I ſee my 
Lawyer yonder. "IR A He BY [Exit, 

Viz. Sir, I'm very ſorry for your Misefortune. 

Stand. Why ſo? I don't come to borrow Money of 
you ; if you're my Friend, meet me this Evening at 
'the Rummer ; I'll pay my Foy, drink a Health to my 
King, Proſperity to my Country, and away for Hur. 
gary to-morrow Morning. 
 7Y:iz, What! you won't leave us? - 

Stand. What ! A Soldier ſtay here, to Took like 
an old Pair of Colours in Weftminſter-Hall, ragged and 
Tuſty ! No, noww— met Yeſterday a broken Lieu- 
tenant, he was aſham'd to own that he wanted a Din- 
ner, but begg*'d Eighteen-pence of me to buy a new 
Scabbard for his cs. oi 

Viz. O, but you have 2008 Friends, Colonel ! 

Stand, O, very good Friends ! My Father's a Lord, 
and my elder Rrother a Beau ; mighty-good Friends 
indeed ! | 

Viz. But your Country may perhaps want your 
Sword again. HS. 

Stand. Nay, for that Matter, . tet but a ſingle Drum 
beat up for Volunteers between Ludgate and Charing- 
Gra and I ſhall undoabtedly hear it at the Walls of 
Viz. Come, come, Colonel, there are Ways of 
making your Fortune at home——Make your Ad- 
dreſſes to the Fair, you're a Man of Honour and Cou- 
Tage. _ | 

Stand, Ay, my Courage is like to do me wondrous 
Service with the Fair : This pretty croſs Cut over my 
Eye will attract a Dutcheſs —1 warrant *twill be a 
might Grace to my Ogling-——Had I us'd the Strata- 
gow of a certain Brother Colonel of mine, I might ſuc- 
Ccceed. | 

Viz, What was it, pray ? 


o 


Stand, 


The Conſtant Couple. [- 


Sand, Why, to ſave his prot Face for the Wo- 
men, he always turn'd his Back upon the Enemy,.— 
He was a Man of Honour for the Ladies. 

Viz. Come, come, the Loves of Mars and Fenus 
will never fail, you muſt get a Mittreſs. 


Stand. Prithee, no more on't- You have a- 
waken'd a Thought; from which, and the Kingdom, 
I wou'd have ſtoln away at once.—— To be plain, I 
have a Miſtreſs. : | 

Viz, And ſhe's cruel ? 

Stand, No. 


Viz, Her Parents prevent your Happineſs ? 
Stand. Nor that. by | 
Viz. Then ſhe has no Fortune ? on 
Stand. A large one; Beauty to tempt all Mankind, 
and Virtue to beat off their Aſſaults. O Yizard! ſuch 
& a Creature! | 

| Enter Sir Harry Wildair, crefſes the Stage ſinging, with 
'  _ Foetmen after him. | 
Hey-day ! Who the Devil have we here ? 

Viz. The Joy of the Play-houſe, and Life of the 
Park ; 

Sir Harry Wildair newly come from Paris. 

Stand. Sir Harry Wildair! Did not he make a Cam- 
paign in Flangers ſome three or four Years ago ? 

Viz. 'The ſame. ; 

Stand. Why, he behaved himſelf very bravely. 

Viz. Why not? Do'ft think Bravery and Gaiety 
are inconſiſtent ? He's a Gentleman of moſt happy 
Circumſtances, born to. a plentiful Eſtate; has had a 
fone and eaſy Education, free from the Rigidneſs of 

eachers, and Pedantry of Schools. His florid Con- 
ſtitution being never ruffled by. Misfortune, nor tinted 
in its Pleaſures, has render'd him entertaining to others, 
and eaſy to himſelf.————— Turning all Paſſion into 
Gaiety of Humour, by which he chuſes rather to re- 


Joice with his Friends, than be hated by any ; as you 
thall ſee. 


(SY 


| Re-enter Wildair, 
Wild. Ha, Vizard! 
You; 1, | K Fis 
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Vis. Sir Harry ! 

14. Who thought to find you out of the Rubrick 
ſo long? I thought thy Hypocriſy had been wedded 


to a Pulpit-Cuſhion long ago, ——Sir, if 1 miſtake not 
your Face, your Name 1s Standard. 

Stand. Sir Harry, Pm your humble Servant. 

IVild. Come, Gentlemen, the News, the News o'th? 
Town, for I'm juſt arriv'd. * 

Viz. Why, 1n the City-end o'th” Town we're play- 


ing the Knave, to get Eſtates. 


Stand. And in the Court-end playing the Fool, in 
ſpending 'em 

Wild.Joſt fo in Paris, I'm glad we're grown ſo modiſh, 

Viz, Weare fo reform'd, that Gallantry is taken for 
Vice. 

" Stand. And Hypocriſy for Religion. 

Wild. Alamode de Paris, agen. 

Viz. Not one Whore between Ludgate and Aldgate 

Stand. But ten Times more Cuckolds than ever. 

Vis. Nothing like an Oath in the City. 

Stand. That's a Miſtake; for my Major ſwore a 
hundred and fifty laſt Night to a Merchant” s Wife in 
her Bed-chamber. 

Wild. Pſhaw, this is trifling; tell me News, Gen- 
tlemen. What Lord has lately broke his Fortune at 
the Groom-Porter's ? or his Heart at New-Marketr, for 
the Loſs of a Race ? What Wife has beea lately ſuing 
in DoHors-Commons for Alimony ; or, what Daughter 
Tun away with her Father's Valet ? What Beau gave 


the nobleſt Ball at the Bath, or had the fineſt Coach in 


the Ring ? I want News, Gentlemen. 

Stand. Faith, Sir, theſe are no News at all. 

_ Vis. But pray, Sir Harry, tell us ſome News of 
your Travels, 

Wild. With all my Heart.— You muſt know then, [ 
went over to Amſterdam in a Dutch Ship: I there 


| had a Dutch Whore for five Stivers. I went from 


thence to Lander, where I was heartily drub'd in the 
Battle with the But-end of a Swwi/s Muſket. I thence 
went to Paris, where I had half a Dozen Intrigues, 

' bought 
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D_ LJ, 


The Conftant EN EEE | 


bought half a Dozen new. Suits, fought a Couple of 
and here I am agen ix flatu,quo., 

Viz. But we heard that you defign'd to make the 
Tour of 1:aly ; What brought you. back ſo fog F;--.1c- 

Wild. That which brought you; into the World, and 
may perhaps carry you out of it; a Woman, _ 

tand, What ! quit the Pleaſures of Travel for a a 
Woman ! 

Wild. Ay, Colonel, for ſuch a Woman ! I had ra- 
ther ſee her Ruel/e than the Palace of Lewis le Grand: 
"There's more. Glory in her Smile, than in the Jubilee 
at Rome ; and L wou'd rather kiſs Aer Hand, than the 
Pope's. Toe. 

Viz. You, Colonel, ave been very Iaviſh i in the 
_ and Virtue of your: Miſtreſs ; and Sir. Harry 

here has been no leſs eloquent in the Praiſe of his. 
| Now will I lay you both ten Guineas a-piece, that 
neither of them 1s ſo Pretty ſo WY, or {0 VIrIBOWS, 
as mine. | | 

Stand. 'Tis done. 

Wild. I'll double the Stakes -But, Gentle-. 
men, now I think on't, how ſhall we be reſoly'd,? 
For I know not where my Miſtreſs may be found; ſhe 
left Paris about a Month before me, and I had an Ac 
count 

Stand. How, Sir! left Paris about aMonth before you ? 


Wild. Yes, Sir, and I had an Account that ſhe 


lodg'd ſomewhere in St. 'Zames's, 
iz. How | ſomewhere in St. James's, ſay you ? 
| - Wild. Ay, Sir, but I know not where, and perhaps 
mayn 't find | her this Fortnight. 
Stand. Her Name, pray, Sir Harry. 

Viz. Ay, ay, her Name, perhaps we know her, 
Wild. Her Name : ! Ay, ſhe has the ſofteſt, 
whiteſt Hand that e'er was made of Fleſh and Mood ; ; 
her Lips ſo balmy ſweet- 


Stand. But her Name, Sir. 
Wild. Then her Neck and Breaſt ;=— her Breaſts 
do fo heave, ſo heave. * Singing. 
Viz, But her Name, Sir ; her Quality, 

$35 Fs of 


Wild 
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\ FVild. Then her Shape, 5 joe: 

Stand, But her Name I want, < 

//ild. Then her Eyes, Pixard! 

_ Pſhaw, Sir Harry, her Name, or r nothing. 


Vild. Then if you muſt have it, ſhe's call'd the 
Lady But then her Foot, Gentlemen ; ſhe 
ances to a Miracle. F7zard, you have certainly loſt 
your Wager. 


Vis. Why, you have certainly loft your Senſes ; we 


| ſhall never diſcover the Pifture, unleſs you ſubſcribe the 


Name, 

Wild. Then her Name 1s Lurewell. 

Stand. *Sdeath, my Miſtreſs. 7 [ A/ae. 
_ Yizs, My Miſtreſs, by 7uprter. [ 4faae. 


IWi/1. Do you know her, Gentlemen ? 

Stand. 1 have ſeen her, Sir. 

IVild. Can'ft tell where ſhe lodges 1 ? Tell me, 6 
Colonel. | 

Stand. Your humble Servant, Sir. [Exit Stand. 

Wild. Nay, hold Colonel, Pl follow you, and will 

- Runs out, 
Vis. The Lady Laveotelh his Miſtreſs ! He loves 
her : But ſhe loves me. —But he's a Baronet, and 1 
plain Vizard; he has a Coach and SIX, and I walk a 
Foot ; I was bred'1 in London, and he in Paris ; 
That very Circumſtance has murder'd me—— Then 
ſome Stratagem muſt be laid to divert has Pretenſions. 


Re-enter Wildair. 


Wild. Prithee, Dick, what makes the Colone! (4 
out of Humour ? 


Viz. Becauſe he's out of Pay, I ſuppoſe. 
Wild. *Slife that's true; I was beginning to miſtruſt 


ſome Rivalſhip in the Caſe. 


Viz. And ſuppoſe there were, you know the Colo- 
nel can fight, Sir Harry. 

Wild. Fight! Pſhaw! but he can't dance, ha! We 
contend for a Woman, Y:zard ! *Slife, Man, if Ladies 
were to be gain'd by Sword and Piſtol only, what the 


_Dewl ſhould all we Beaux do ? 


Viz 
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Viz. I'll try him farther. [4/{4e.] But wou'd not 
you, Sir Harry, fight for this Woman you ſo much ad- 
mire ? 

7d. Fight! Let me conſider. I love her—that's 
true 3 X then I love honeſt Sir Harry Wildair bet- 
ter. The Lady Lurewell is divinely charmin 
"right but then a Thruſt !th* Guts, or a Nddehx 
Jury, is as uply as the Devil. 
7z. Ay, voir Harry, *twere a dangerous Caſt for a 
Beau Baronet to be tried by a Parcel of greaſy, grum- 
bling, bartering Boobies, who wou'd hang you, purely 
becauſe you're a Gentleman, 

WVild.-Ay, but, on tother Hand, I have Morey 
enough to bribe the Rogues with : So upon mature Lc- 
liberation, I wou'd f:ght for her. But no more of 
her. Prithee, Fizard, can't you recommend a Friead 
to a pretty Iiiſtreis by the by, till I can pd my own ? 
You have Store I'm ſure ; you cunning poaching Dogs 
make ſurer Game, than we that hunt open and "5A 
Prithee now, good Yizard. 

Viz. Let me conſider a little, Now Love and 
Revenge inſpire my Politicks. _ [4/rde, 

[ Pauſes whil}t Sir Harry 2walks ſinging. 

Wild, Pſhaw ! thou'rt as long ſtudying for a new 
Miſtreſs, as a Drawer is piercing a new Pipe. 

Viz, I deſign a new Pipe for you, and wholſome 
Wine; yow'll therefore bear a little ExpeQation, 

Wild. Ha! ſay't thou, dear Vizard? 

Viz. A Girl of Sixteen, Sir Harry. 

Wild. Now ſixteen thouſand Bleſſings light on hes, 

Viz. Pretty and witty. 

Wild. Ay, ay, but her Name, Vizard. — 

Viz. Her Nome! yes, ſhe has the ſofteſt 
whiteſt Hand that e'er was made of Fleſh and Blood ; 
her P. s ſo balmy ſweet 

"id, Well, well, but where ſhall I find her, Man? 


Hy Find her! but then her Foot, Sir Harry; 
ſhe dances to a Miracle. 


Wild. Prithee don't diftrat me, 
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_ Viz. Well then, you muſt know, that this Lady 


is the greateſt Beauty in Town ; her Name's Angelica: 
She Ki vi for her Mother 15 a private Bawd, 


S& 2:4. 1 


FAR naw, TOY my /Hoabye! but hat Street, 
whar Houſe? _ 

Fiz. Not fo faſt, Sir Harry ; you muſt have m my 
Paſs-port for your Admittance, and you'll find my Re- 
commendation in a Line or two will procure you 
very civil Entertainment; T ſuppoſe 20 or 30 Pieces 
handſomely plae'd, will gain the Point; Pll enſure her 
ſound. | 
714, Thou deareſt Friend to a Man in Neceſſity 
Here, Sirrah, order my Coach about to 
Tomes s; P'IlIl walk acroſs the Park, [To his Sorin 


mY Enter Clincher Senior, 
Clinch. Here, Sirrah, order my. Coach about to St. 
Fames's, PN walk acroſs the Park too 
Mr. YVizard, -your moſt devoted 
Sir, [70 Wildair] I admue the Mode of your 
Shou!der-knot z 
_ Methinks it hangs very emphatically, and carries an 
A r of Trayel in it: 
© Your Sword-knot too is moſt ornamentally modiſh, 
| And bears a foreign Micn. 
Gentlemen, My Brother 3 is juſt arriv'd in Town, 
$0 that being upon the Wing to kiſs his Hands, 
T hope you'll pardon this abrupt Departure of, 
Gentlemen, your moſt devoted, and mob faithful 
humble Servant. [Exit 
wa a Prithee doſt know him ? 

. Know him! why it 1s Clincher, who was Ap- 
prentice to my Uncle Smuggler, the Merchant in the 
City. | 
Wild. What makes him ſo gay? 

Fiz. Why he's in Mournung. 
Wild. In Mourning ! 


Viz, 
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Viz. Yes, for his Father. The kind old Man in 
Hertfordſhire Cother Day broke his Neck a Foxhunt- 


ing 3 

The Son upon the News has broke his Indentures ; 
Whip'd from behind the Counter into the Side-Box, 
Forſwears Merchandiſe, where he mult live by Cheating, 
And uſurps Gentility, where he may die by Raking. 
He keeps his Coach and Liveries, 7 ras of Geldings, 
Leaſh of Miftrefſes, talks of nothing but Wines, 
Intrigues, Plays, Faſhions, and gaing to the Tabilee. 

_ Wild. Ha, ha, ha! how many Pound of Pulvil muſt 
the Fellow uſe in ſweetning himſelf from the Smell of 
Hops and Tobacco ? Go aa vs 
Faugh ——I'my .Conſcience methought, _ 

Like O/via's Lover, he ſtunk of Thames-Street, 

But now for Angelica, that's her Name: _ 

We'll to the Prince's Chocolate-houice, | 
Where you ſhall write my Paſs-port, Allons. | Exennt. 


SCEN E, Lady Lurewell's Lodgings. 


Lurewell and her Maid Parly., 
Lure. Parly, my Pocket-Book—let me ſee—Maatid, 
Venice, Paris, London [-—Ay, London ! They may talk 
What they will of the hot Countries, but I find Love 
Moſt fruitful under this Climate—In a Month's Space 
Have I gain'd—let me ſee, Imprimis, Colonel Standard. 
Par. And, how will your Ladyſhip manage him ? 
"Lure. As fl. Soldiers . ſhould be mana JT: he ſhall 
ſerve me till I gain my Ends, then I'll diſband him. 
Par. But he loves you, Madam. Re: 
*' Lure. Therefore I ſcorn him; 
T hate all that don't love me, and light all that do : 
Would his whole deluding' Sex admir'd me. 
Thus wou'd I flight them all; 
_ Myvirgin and'unwary Innocence 
Was prays Fn by faithleſs Man, _ ry AA 
But now glance Eyes, plot Brain, diſſemble Face, 
Lye Tongue, and be a ſecond Eve to tempt, ſeduce, and 
| SS. Damn 
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Damn the treacherous'Kind. 
Let me ſurvey my Captives. 
The Colonel leads the Van ; next Mr, Vizard, 

He courts me out of the PraQiice of Piety, 
"Therefore is a Hypocrite ; 

'Then Clincher, he adores me with Otangeree, 

And is conſequently a Fool ; 

'Then my old Merchant, Alderman Smupgler, 
He's a Compound of both ;—out of which ny of 
Lovers, if I don't make good Diverſion What 
dye think, Parly ? 

Par. 1 think, "Madam, I'm like to be very virtuous 
in your Service, 

If you teach me all thoſe Tricks that you uſe to your 
Lovers. 

Lure. You're a Fool, Child ! obſerve this, that 
tho' a Woman ſwear, forſwear, lye, difſemble, back- 
bite, be proud, vain, malicious, any 'Thing, if ſhe ſe- 
cures the main Chance, ſhe's ſtill virtuous ; that's a 
Maxim, - 

Par. I can't be perſuaded tho', Madam, but that 
you really lov'd Sir Harry Hloatyi in Paris. 

Lure. Of all the Lovers I ever had, he was my 
greateſt Plague, for I cau'd never make him uneaſy; [ 
let him involv'd in a Duel upon my Account ; I long 
to know whether the Fop be kill'd or not. 


Enter Standard. 

O Lord ! no ſooner talk of killing, but the Soldter 
15 conjur'd up; you're upon hard Duty, Colonel, to 
ſerve your King, your Country, and a Miſtreſs too. 

Stand, 'The latter, 'L muſt confeſs, 15 the hardett; 
for in War, Madam, we can be reliev'd in our Duty; 
but in Love, who wou'd take our Poſt, 1s our Enemy 
Emulation in Glory is tranſporting, but Rivals here in- 
tolerable. 

Lure. 'Ti:ofe that bear away the Prize in the Field, 
ſhould boaſt the ſame Succeis in the Bed-chamoer ; 
and I think, conſidering the Weaknels of our = % + 
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ſhou'd make thoſe our Companions who can be our 
Champions. 

S:and. 1 once, Madam, hop'd the Hohour of de- 
fend:ng you, from all Injuries, thro” a Title to your 
tovely Prin, but now my Love muſt attend my For- 
tune. My Commiſſion, Madam, was my Paſpor 
to the Fair ; adding a Nobleneſs to my Paſlion, it 
 ſtampt a Value in my Love; *twas once the Life of 

Honour, but now its Winding-Sheet, and with it muſt 
my Love be buried. | 

Par. What! diſbanded, Colonel ? 

_ Stand. Yes, Mrs. Party. 

Par. Faugh, the nauſeous Fellow ! he flinks of Po- | 


verty already. | E772 
Lure. His Misfortune troubles me, *cauſe it may 
preyeut my Deſigns. [ 4/ie. 


Stand. I'll chuſe, Madam, rather to deſtroy my 
Paſſion by Abſence abroad, than have it ſarv'd, at 
home. 

Lure, I'm ſorry, Sir, you ave ſo mean an Opini- 
on of my AſeQion, as to imagine it founded upon 
your Fortune. And to convince you of your Mt- 
ſtake, here I vow by all that's ſacred, I own the ſeme 
AfſeAion now as before. Let it ſuflice, my . For tune 1s 
conſiderable, 

S:and. No, Madam, no; I'll never be a Charge 
to her I love! The Man that ſells himſelf for Gold, 
1s the worſt of Proftitutes. 

Lure. Now were he any other Creature but a 
. Man, I cou'd love him, pe". 1 Mode. 

Stand. This only laſt Requeſt I make, that no, Ti- 
tle recommend a Fool, no Office introduce a Knave, 
nor Coat a Coward, to my Place in your Aﬀe&tions ; ſo 
farewel my Country, and adieu my Love. [Exir. 

Lure. Now the Devil take thee for hein ng ſo honoura- 
ble : Here, Parly, call him back, I ſhall loſe half my Di- 


verſion elſe. Now for a trial of Skill. [ Re-enter Colonel, 
Sir, I hope you'll pardon my Curioſity : | 
When do you take your Journey ? 


K 5 Stand; 
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Stand, To-morrow morning, early, Madam. 
Love. So ſuddenly'! which way are 'you deſipn'd 
to travel > 
Stand, That I can't yet reſolve on. 
Lure. Pray, Sir, tell me, pray, Sir T Went you; ' 
Why are you ſo obſtinate ? 
Stand. Why are you ſo TRrbons, Madam? 
Lure. Becauſe 
Sand. What! 
Lure. Becauſe, [, I, 
Stand. Becauſe ! What," Madam ?—Pray tell me, 
Lure. Becauſe I deſign to follow you. [ Crying, 
Stand, Follow me! By all that's great, [ ne'er Was 
proud before, 
ut ſuch Love from ſuch a Creature 
Might ſwell the Vanity of the proudeſt Prince, 
Follow me ! By Heavens thou ſhalt not. 
What! expoſe thee to the Hazards of a Camp— 
Rather I'll ſtay, and here 
Bear the Contempt of Fools, and worſt of Fortune. 
Lure. You need not, ſhall not, my Eſtate for both 
is ſufficient. 
Stand, 'Thy Eſtate! No, I'll turn a Knave, and 
urchaſe one myſelf; I'll cringe to the proud Man 
| $995 wah ory and fawn on him that I wovu'd bite to 
Death; Pl tip my Tongue with Flattery, and ſmooth 
my Face with Smiles; I'll turn Pimp, Informer, 
| Office-broker, nay Cownrd, to be great; and ſacrifice 
It all to thee, my generous Fair, 
Lure, And Pl difſemble, lye, ſwear, jilt, any thing, 
but Pll reward thy Love; and recompenſe thy noble 
Paſſion. 
Stand. Sir Harry, ha ha, ha! poor Sir Harry, ha, 
ha, ha! Rather kiſs her Hand, than the Pope's Toe, 
ha, ha, ha! 
| Lure. What Sir Harry, Colonel! What Sir Harry ! 
Stand, Sir Harry Wi dar, Madam, 
Lure, What | Is he come over? 
'  S#tand, a, and he told me—but I don't believe 


Lure. 
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Lure. What did he tell you?.,, .. 

Stand. Only called you his Miſtreſs, and ak. 
ing to be extravagant in your Commendation, would 
vainly infinuate the Praiſe of his own Jadgmeat and 
good Fortune in a Choice, ——— 

Lure. How eaſily i is the Vanity of Fops tickled by 
our Sex ! 

Stand, Why, your Sex is the Vanity.of Fops. 

Lure. Orr my Conſcience, I believe ſo; this Gen- 
tleman, becauſe he danc'd well, I pitch'd on for a 
Partner at a Ball in Paris, and ever fince he has 
ſo perſecuted me with Letters, Songs, Dances, Se- 
renading, Flattery, Foppery, and Noiſe, that 1 was 
forc'd to fly the Kingdom And I warrant you 
he made you jealous. 

Stand. Faith, Madam, I was. a little unieaſy. 

Lure. You ſhall have a plentiful Revenge ; P11 ſend 
him back all his fooliſh Letters, Songs and Verſes, 
and you yourſelf ſhall carry '*em; *twill afford you 
Opportunity of triumphing, and free ane from his 
farther Impertinence ; for of all Men he's my Aver- 
fion. PII run and fetch them inſtantly. 

Stand. Dear Madam, a rare Project! How ſhall I 
bait him like 4&0 with his own Dogs, Well, 

Mrs. Parly, it is order'd by A4& of Parliament, that 
you receive no more Pieces, Mrs. Parly,—— ——— 

' Par. ”Tis provided by the ſame AQ that you-ſend 

no more Mefſages by me, good Colonel; you muſt _ 
_ Tot pretend to ſend any more Letters, unlets you 

| can pay the Poſtage. 

Stand. Come, come, don't be mercenary ; ; take 
Example by your Lady, be honourable. 

Par, A-lack-a-day, Sir, it ſhews as ridiculous and 
haughty for us to imitate our Betters in their 11onour, 
as In their Finery ; leave Honour to Nobility that 
can ſupport it:: We poor Folks, Colonel, have no 
Pretence to't; and truly, I think, Sir, that your Ho- 
nour ſhou'd be caſhier" Iſ with your Leading-llaff. 

Stand. *T'is one of the greatet Curſes of Poverty, 
to be the Jeſt of Chambermaids! 

; K 6 Enter 


Nature in us, your deepeſt Art beguiles, : 
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"es Lurewell. 
Lure. Here's, the Packet, Colonel; the whote 
Magazine of Tove's Artillery. [ Gives bim the Packet, 
Stand. Which fince I haye'gain'd, I will turn up- 
on the Enemy. Madam, Þ11 bring you the News of 
my Victory this Evening. Poor Sir Harry, ha, ha, 
ha ! [ Exit. 


FIR To the right about as you were ;, march, Co- 
lonel ! ha, ha, ha! 


Vain Man, who boaſts of fludy'd Parts and Wiles ! 
Stamping deep Cunning in our Frowns and Smiles, 
You toil for Art, your Intelle&s you trace ; 

WY oman, without a Thought, bears Policy.in her Face. 


The End of the fof ACT. 


A OT 
SC E N E, Clincher Juniors Lilldlngs 


Enter Clincher opening a Letter, Servant following, 


| Dear Brother. 
Clin.—reads. T Fill ſee you preſently ; 1 have ſent this 


Lad to wait on 39 he can inflrud you 
in the Faſhions of the Town; I am your affeftionate 


Brother, | 
. Clincher, 


Very well, and what's your Name, Sir ? 
Dick. My Name is Dicky, ou. 
Clin, Dicky ! 


_ Dick, jg. Dicky, Sir, 


Clin, 
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Clin, Very well, a pretty Name ! And what can 
you do, Mr. Dicky ? 


Dick. Why, Sir, I can powder : a rhe and pick up 
A Whore, | 

Clin. O' Lord! O Lord ! A Whore ! Why are 
there many 'Whores in this Town ? 

Dick. Ha, ha, ha! many Whores ? There's a Queſ: . 
tion indeed ; why, Sir, there are above five hundred 
Surgeons in Town. —Hark'e, Sir, do you ſee that 
Woman there in the Velvet Scarf, and red Knots : ? 

Clin. Ay, Sir, what then ? 

Dick. Why ſhe ſhall be at your Service in have 
_ Minutes, as I'm a Pimp. 


Clin. O Tupiter Ammon ! Why ſhe's a Gentlewo- 
' man. 


Dick. A Gentlewoman ! Why ſo are all the Whores 
in Town, Sir. 


Emer Clincher Senicr, 

Clin. ſen, Brother, you're welcome to London ! 
. Clin, jun. T thought, Brother, you ow'd ſo much 
to the Memory of my Father, as to wear Mourning 
for his Death. 

Clin, ſen. Why ſol do, Fool; I wear this becauſe 
I have the Eſtate, and you wear that, becauſe you 
have not the Eſtate. You have cauſe to mourn in- 
deed, Brother. Well, Brother, I'm glad, to " you, 
fare you well. [Going. 

Clin. jun. Stay, ſtay, Brother, where are you 

Clin. Jen, How natural *tis for a Country OM y 
to aſk impertinent Queſtions, Hark'e, __ is not my 
Father Dead ? 

Clin. jun, Ay, ay, to my Sorrow. 

Clin. ſen. No matter for that, he's dead ; and am 
not I a young powder'd 7a aa Engliſh Heir ? 

Clin. jun. Very Right, Sir. 

Clin. ſen. Why then, Sir, you may be fure that I 
am going to the Tubilee, Sir. 

Cln. Jun. Jubile | What's that ? 


C Gn 
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Clin, ſen, Fubilee! Why the Fubilee is ——faith 
I don't know what it 1s. 

Dick. Why, the Z7ubilee is the ſame thing with our 
Lord Mayor's Day in the City ; there will be Page- 
ants, and Squibs, and Raree Shows, and all that, Sir. 

Clin, jun, And muſt you go ſo ſoon, Brother ? 

Clin. /en. Yes, Sir, for I muſt ſtay a Month in 
Amfterdam, to ſtudy Poetry. 

Clin, jun, Then I ſuppoſe, Brother, you. travel 
through Muſcovy to learn Faſhions, don't you, Bro- 
ther ? | : 
Clin. jen. Brother! Prithee, Robin, don't call me 
Brother ; Sir will do every jot as well, 

Clin. jun. O Fupiter Ammon ! Why o ? 

Clin. ſen. Becauſe People will imagine that you 
have a Spight at me.= But have you ſeen your 
Couſin Argelica yet, and her Mother the Lady Dar- 
ling ? | | 
Clin. Jun. No, my Dancing-Maſter has not heen 
with me yet. How ſhall I ſalute them, Brother ? 

Clin. ſen. Pſhaw, that's eaſy, *tis only two Scrapes, 
a Kiſs, and your humble Servant. Vll tell you more 
When I come from the Jubilee. Come along. | 

| | | [Exeunt, 


SCENE, Lady Datling's Heuſe. 


Enter Wildair with a Letter. 


| nd Ss ke Light and Heat incorporate ave lay, 
| I: bleft the Night, and curſt the coming Day, 


Well, if this Paper-kite flies ſure, I'm ſecure of my 
Game—— Humph! 'The prettieſt Bordel T have ſeen, 
a very ſtately gentee] one. [Footmen croſs the Stage. 
Hey day ! Equipage too! Now for a Bawd by the 
 Curteſy, and a Whore with a Coat of Arms, —'Sdeath, 
I'm afraid I've miſtaken the "Houſe, 


 Futer 
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Enter "Fe Darling. 

No, this muſt be the Bawd by her Bulk, 

Darl. Your Buſineſs, pray, Sir? 

Wild. Pleaſure, Madam. 

Darl. Then, Sir, you have no Buſineſs here. 

Wild. This Letter, Madam, will inform you far- 
ther ; Mr. Vizard ſent it, with his humble odvea to 
your ara fa 

Darl. How does my Couſin, Sir? 

Wild. Ay, her Couſin too, that's right Procureſs 


agen, 


- Madam, * | 
Darl. reads. wag ofa Inclination to ſerut— Sir Har- 
Madam Court my 

Couf n | Gentleman F OV {UNC —— 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant. 
VIZARD. 


_ Sir, Your Fortune and Quality are ſufficient to re- 
commend you any where; but what goes farther with 
me, is the Recommendation of ſo ſober and pious a 
young Gentleman as my Couſin V:zard. 

Wild. A right ſanQify'd Bawd o' my Word. 

Darl. Sir Harry, your Converſation with Mr. Y;- 
zard argues you a Gentleman, free from the looſe and 
| vicious Carriage of the Town ; PII therefore call my 
| Daughter. [Exit. 
| i1d. Now go thy way for an illuſtrions Bawd of 
Babylon he drefles up a Sin ſo religiouſly, that 
the Devil wou'd hardly know it of his making. | 


Re-enter Darling with An elica. | 
Darl. Pray, Daughter, uſe him Gvill , ſuch Matches 
won't offer every Da ay. ary 
Wild. O all yc Powers of Love! An Angel ! *Sdeath 
what Money have I got in my Pocket! I can't offer 
er 
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her leſs than twenty Guineas————and by Jupiter 
ſhe's worth-a hundred. _ ; | 
Angel. "Tis he! The very ſame! And his:Perſon 
as agreeable as his CharaCter of good Humour ———. 
Pray Heav'n his Silence proceed from ReſpeR. 
Wild, How innocent ſhe looks! How would that 
Modeſty adorn Virtue, when it makes even Vice 
look ſo charming ! ———— By Heav'n there's ſuch a 
commanding Innocence in her Looks, that I dare not 
aſk the Queſtion. —_ be 2 
Angel. Now all the Charms of real Love and feign'd 
Indifference aſſiſt me to engage his Heart, for mine is 
loſt already. | WES h 
Wild. Madam—I, I-—Zoons I cannot ſpeak to 
her—But ſhe's a Whore, and I will —Madam, in 
ſhort, I, I O Hypocriſy, Hypocriſy, what a 
charming Sin art thou? | 
Angel. He is caught ; now to ſecure my Conqueſt 
—]1 thought, Sir, you had Buſineſs to communicate, 
i/d. Buſineſs to communicate ! How nicely ſhe 
words it ! Yes, Madam, I have a little Buſineſs to com- 
municate. Don't you love ſinging Birds, Madam? 
Angel. That's an odd Queſtion for a Lover 
Yes, Sir. | | | 
Wild. Why then, Madam, here is a Neſt of the 
prettief Goldfinches that ever chirp'd in a Cage; 
twenty young ones, I aſſure yon, Madam, _ 
Angel. Twenty young ones! What then, Sir? 
Wild. Why then, Madam, there are—twenty young 
ones ——*Slife, I think twenty 1s pretty fair. 
Angel. He's mad, ſure——Sir Harry, when you 
have learn'd more Wit and Manners, you ſhall be 
welcome here agen. | 
Wild. Wit and Manners! Egad now I conceive 
there is a great deal of Wit and Manners in twenty 
_ Guineas————Pm ſure *tis all the Wit and Manners I 


» 


| have about me at preſent, What ſhall I do? 


Futer 
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Enter Clincher junior and Dicky. 

What the Devil's pan 4 Another Couks; I warrant 
ye! Hark'e, Sir, can you lend me ten or a dozen 
Guineas inſtantly ? Pl pay you fifteen for them in | 
three Hours upon my Honour. | 

Clin. jun. Theſe arts Sparks are plaguy impu- 
dent! 'This Fellow, by his Wig and Aſſurance, can 
be no leſs than a Courtier, | 

Dick, He's rather a Courtier by his berrowin 

Clinch. jun, Faith, or, I ha'n't above five _ 
about me. 

Wild. What Buſineſs have you here then, Sir ? For 
to my Knowledge twenty won't be ſufficient. 

Clin. jun. Sufficient | For what, Sir? 

Wild. What, Sir! Why, for that, Sir ; what the De- 
vil ſhould it be, Sir? I know your Buſineſs notwith- 
ſtanding all your Gravity, Sir. 

Clin. jun. My Buſineſs !' way my Couſin lives 

here. 

Wild. 1 know your Couſin does live here, and 
Vizard's Couſin, and every Body's Couſin, 
Hark'e, Sir, I ſhall return immediately ; and if you 
offer to touch her till I come back, I ſhall cut your 
_ Throat, Raſcal. 5 {it 

Clin. jun. Why the Man's mad, ſure! 

Dick. Mad, Sir, ay ; why he's a Beau. 

Clin. jun. A Beau ! What's that? Are all Madmen 
Beaux? | | 

Dick. No, Sir ; but moſt Beaux are  Madmen. But 
now for your Couſin : Remember your three Scrapes, 
a Kiſs, ind your humble Servant. 

vt [Exeunt, as into the Houſe, 


SCEN E, the Street. 


Enter Wildair, Colonel following, 
Sterd. Sir rey, Sir La / 


Wildz 
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Wild. T'm in haſte, Colonel ; beſides, if you're in 
no better Humour than when I parted with you in 
the Park this Morning, your Company won't be very 
agreeable, , | 

Stand, You're a happy Man, Sir Harry, who are 
| never out of Humour; Can nothing move your Gall, 
Sir Harry ? 87th — AS 

#1. Nothing but Impoſſibilities, which are the 
ſame as nothing. 41 _ 

Sand. What Impoſbbilities ? 

Wild. The ReſurreQion of my Father to difinherit 
me, or an A& of Parliament againſt Wenching. A 
Man of Eight thouſand Pound per 4nnum to be vext! 
No, no, Anger and Spleen are Companions for younger 
Brothers. | FS yd 

Stand. Suppoſe one call'd you Son of a Whore be- 
hind your Back. DN SHO, | 

Wild. Why, then wou'd I call him Raſcal behind 
this Back; fo we're (even... RE leſs Ph 4-25 

Stand, But ſuppoſe you had loſt a Miſtreſs, 

_ Wild. Why, then I wou'd get another. 
- . Stand. But ſuppoſe you were diſcarded by the Wo- 
man you love, that wou'd ſurely trouble you. 

Wild. You're miſtaken, Colonel;; my Love is nei- 
ther romantically Honourable, nor meanly mercena- 
ry ; tis only a Pitch of Gratitude ; while ſhe loves 
me, I loveher ; when ſhe deſiſts, the Obligation's 

Stand. But to be miſtaken in your Opinion, Sir ; if 
the Lady ' Lurewell (only ſuppoſe it) had diſcarded 
you———l ſay, only ſuppoſe it——and had ſent your 
Diſcharge by me. LE OCs ED 

Wild. Pſhaw ! that's another Impoſlibibty. 

Stand. Are you ſure of that ? LO 

Wild. Why, 'twere a Soleciſm in Nature. Why 
ſhe's a Rib of me, Sir. She dances with me, ſings 


with me, plays with me, ſwears with me, lyes with 
Stand, How, Sir ? FL 
ht Wild. 
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Wild. 1 mean in, an honourable Way ; that is, ſhe 
lyes for me. In ſhort, we. are as like one another as a 
couple of Guineas. 

Stand. Now that I have rais'd you to the higheſt 
Pinnacle of, Vanity, will I give you ſo. mortifying a 


Fall, as ſhall daſh your Hopes to Pieces. I pray 
your Honour to peruſe theſe Papers. 
[Gives him the Packet. 


Will. What is't, the Mouſter-Roll of your: ER 
Colonel ? 

Stand, No, no, tis a Lift of your Forces in your 
Jl Lowe Campaign; and, for your Comfort, all diſ- 
ban 

Iild. Prithee,. good Metaphorical Colonel, what 
dye mean ? 

Stand. Read, Sir, read; theſe are;the Sith Latvep 
that will unfold your. Deſtiny. | 
Wild. So it be not a falſe Deed to cheat me of my 
Fftate, what care I.—[Opening the bene” Humph!! 
my Hand ! To the Lady Lurewell,——— To the Lady 
Lurewell, —To the. \ Pvt Lurewell, — What he 
Devil haſt.thou been tampering with, to conjure up 
theſe Spirits ? 

Stand. A certain familiar of your Acquaintance, 
Sir. Read, read. . , 

Wild. [ Reading, —— Madam, my Paſſion—ſo na- 
tural —— your Beauty contending Force of 
Charms —— Mankind Eternal p Ft Wildairt 
1 ne'er was .aſham'd of my, Name before. _. 
 ;,.. Stand. What, Sir Harry Wildair out. of Humour! 

ha, ha, ha! Poor Sir Harryz more Glory in. her Smile 
than i Ha the Jubilee at Rome, ha, ha, ha! But then her 
Foot, Sir Harry, ſhe dances to a Miracle! ha, ha, ha! 
Fie, Sir Harry, a Man of your Parts-write Letters not 
worth keeping | What ſay'ſt thou, my dear Knight - 
SAAnLA ha, ba, ha! You may ſeek Adventures | now 

ed,. 


Wild. Lngs.] No, no, let her wander, &c | 
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Stand. You arejilted to fome Tune, Sir ; blown up 
with falſe Muſick, that's all. Vo 

Hild. Now, why ſhould I be angry that a Woman 
is a Woman? Since Inconſtancy and Falſhood are 
grounded in their Natures, how can they help it? 

Stand, Then they muſt be grounded in your Na- 
ture; for ſhe's a Rib of you, Sir Harry. 
_ Fila. Here's a Copy of Verſes too; I muſt turn 
Poet in the Devil's Name. ——Stay——'Sdeath, what's 
here? *'PFhis is her Hand ——Oh the charming Charac- 
_ ters! My dear Wildair. [Reading.] That's IT egad! 
this buff bluff Colonel—that's he—s the rareſt Fol in 
Nature the Devil he is !————azd as ſuch have 
1 us'd bim————with all my Heart, Faith ——— 
| T had no better way of letting you know that I lodge in 
$t. James's, near the Holy Lamb. LZarevell. Colonel, 
"F'm your moſt humble Servant. er 

Stand, Hold, Sir, you ſha'n't go yet; I ha'n't de- 
liver'd half my Meffage. 

Wild. Upon my Faith but you have, Colonel. 

Stand. Well, well, own your Spleen; out with it, 
I know you're like to burſt. | 

Wild. I am fo, egad ! ha, ha, ha! | 

[Laugh and point at one another, 

Stand. Ay, with all my Heart, ha, ha! 

Well, well, that's forc'd, Sir Harry. : 

Villa. I was never better pleas'd in all my Life, by 
T upiter, S HE os 

Stand, Well, Sir Harry, *tis Prudence to hide your 
Concern, when there's no help for't — * Rut to be 
ferious now. The Lady has ſent you back all your 
Papers there—l was fo juſt as not to look upon 'em. 

Wild. Pm glad on't, Sir; for there were ſome 
things that I would not have you fee. 

Stand. All this ſhe has done for my fake, and I de- 
fire you would decline any farther Pretenfions for 
your own fake. So honeſt, good natur'd Sir Harry, 
I'm your humble Servant. Ext, 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha, poor Colonel ! O the Delight of 
an ingenious Miſtreſs! what a Life and Briſknele g 
* adds 
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adds to an Amour, like the Loves of mighty Fowe, 
ſtill ſuing in different Shapes. A Legerdemain Miſftrejs, 
who, Praſto! Paſs ! and ſhe's vaniſh'd, then Hey! in 
an Inſtant in your Arms again. [ Gorng. 


| Enter Vizard. | 
Viz. Well met, Sir Harry; what News from the 
| IMlandcof Love T7 - | | : 
Wild. Faith, we made but a Broken Voyage by 
your Chart ; but now I am bound for another Port ; 
I told you the Colonel was my Rival, | 
Viz. The Colonel! curs'd Misfortune ! another ! 
: PAT | [= [ Heat. 
J/i1d. But the civileſt in the World ; he brought me 
Word where my Miſtreſs lodges ; 'Fhe Story's too 
long to tell you now, for I muſt fly. + M3 
Viz. What ! have you given over all Thoughts of 
Angelica ? = 22- Ty _— 
IFild. No, no, I'll think of her ſome other Time. 
But now for the Lady Lurewel/; Wit and Beauty 
calls, 


That Miſtreſs n#er can pall her Lower's Foys, 
| Wheſe Wit can whet, whenter her Beauty cloys, 


Her little amorous Frauds all Truths extel, ST 
And make us happy, being deceiv/d /o well. [Exit, 


Viz. ſolus. The Colonel my Rival too ! how 
ſhall I manage ? There is but one Way ———him and 

' the Knight will I ſet a tilting, where one cuts t'other's 
Throat, and the Survivor's hang'd: So there will be 
two Rivals pretty decently diſpos'd of, Since Honour 
may oblige them to Play the Fool, why ſhould not 
Neceſlity engage me to play the Knave, [Exit, 


SCENE, Lurewell's Lodgings. 


Lurewell and Parly. | 
Lure, Has my Servant brought me the Money 
from my Merchant ? EE 


Par. 
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Par. No, Madam, he met Alderman Smuggler at 
Charing-Croſs, who has promis'd to wait on you him- 
ſelf immediately. 

Lure. "Tis odd that this old Rogue ſhou'd pre- 
tend to love me, and at the ſame Time cheat me of 
my Money. 

Par. *Tis well, Madam, if he don't cheat you of 
our. Eſtate ; for you ſay, the Writings are in his 

ands. 

Lure. But what SatisfaQtion can I get of him ? Oh! 
here he comes. 

Enter Smuggler. 

Mr. Alderman, your Servant ; have you brought 
me any Money, Sir ? 
 Smug. Faith, Madam, Trading is very dead ; what 
_ with paying the Taxes, raiſing the Cuſtoms, Loſſes at 
| Sea abroad, and maintaining our Wives at _ the 
Bank is reduc'd very low. 

Lure. Come, come, Sir, theſe Evaſions won't ſerve 
your Turn ; I muſt have Money, Sir I hope 
you don't deſign to cheat me. 

Smug, Cheat you, Madam ! have a care what you 
ſay: I'm an Alderman, Madam ! Cheat you, Madam! 
I have been an honeſt Citizen theſe five and thirty 
Years !-- 

Lure. An honeſt Citizen! bear witneſs, Parly! I 
ſhall trap him in more Lyes preſently, —DJJ— Come, 
Sir, tho' I am a Woman, I can take a courſe. 

Smug. What courſe, Madam ? You'll go to Law, 
will ye? I can maintain a Suit of Law, be it right 
or wrong, theſe forty Years, I'm ſure of that, thanka 
to the honeſt PraQtice of the Courts. 

Lure, Sir, Tl blaft your Reputation, and fo ruin 
your Credit. 

Smug. Blaſt my Reputation! he, he, he! Why, 
I'm a religious Man, Madam ! I have been very n- 
ſtrumental in the Reformation of Manners. Ruin my 
Credit! ah, poor Woman. 'There is but one Way, 
Madam, ——-you have a ſweet leering Eye. 


EL Lare, You inſtrumental in the Reformation ! How ? 
SMUug, 
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' Smug. 1 whipt all the Whores, Cut and Long-Tail, 
eut of the Pariſh; —Ah! that leering Eye !—Then 1 
woted for pulling doxwn the Playhon/e : Ah! that 
Ogle, that Ople :—Then my own pious Example (=— 
Ah! that Lip, that Lip ! 

Lure. Nere's a religious Rogue for you now !—— 
| As I hope to be ſav'd, I have a good mind to beat 
the Old Mionfier: Pts | | | 
Smug: Madam, I have brought you' about a hun- 

dred and fifty Guineas, (a great deal of Money as 
| Times go) and 

Lure, Come, give *em me. | 

Smug. Ah! that Hand, that Hand, that pretty 
| ſoft, white -I have brought it, you ſee; but the 
Condition of the Obligation is ſuch, that whereas 
that leering Eye, that pong Lip, that pretty ſoft 
Hand, that——-you underſtand me; you underſtand, 
| I'm ſure you do, you little Rogue 
. Lure. Here's a Villain now, ſo covetous, that he 
| won't Wench upon his own Coſt, but would bribe 
me with my own Money, - Pll be reveng'd- 

Upon my Word, Mr. Alderman, you make me bluſh ; 
| What d'ye mean, pray ? ; 

Smug. See here, Madam, ies | 
| ug a Piece of Money in his Mouth, 

Buſs and Guinea, Buſs and Guinea, Buſs and Guinea, 

Lure. Well, Mr. Alderman, you have ſuch pretty 
winning Ways, that I will, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Smug, Will you indeed, he, he, he! my little 
| Cocket; and when ? and where ? and how ? 

Lure, "Twill be a difficult Point, Sir, to ſecure 
both our Honours ; you muſt therefore be diſguis'd, 
Mr. Alderman. 

Smug. Pſhaw ! no matter, I am an old Fornicator, 
I'm not half ſo religious as I ſeem to be, You little 
Rogue; why, I'm diſguis'd as I am ; our SanRity is 
all Outſide, all Hypocriſy, | 


Lure, 
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Lure. No Man is ſeen to come into this Houle af- 
ter Night-fall; you muſt therefore ſneak in, when 
*tis dark, in Woman's Cloaths, _ 
. Smug. With all my Heart. ——TI have a Suit a pur- 
| ole, my little Cocket ; I love to be diſguis'd, I cod, 
7 make a very handſome Woman, I cod 1 do. 


Enter Servant, whiſpers Linewalf. 
. Lure. Oh! Mr. Alderman, ſhall I beg you to walk 
into the next Room ? here are ſome Strangers coming 
up. 


Lure, Buſs and Guinea firſt ; ah, my: -little Cocket ! 
| JSP. 


Enter Wildair, 


Wild. My Life, my S$ eul, my all that F WcIRG can give, 
| Lure, Ara Life with thee, without thee Death to live. 


| Welcome, my dear Sir Horry; ; I ſee you got my Direc- 
tions. ; 
Wild. Directions! in the moſt charming manner, 
thou dear Machiavel of Intrigue. 

Lure, Still briſk and airy, I find, Sir Harry. 

Wild. 'The Sight of you, Madain, exalts my Air, 
and makes Joy lighten in my Face. 

Lure. I have a thouſand Queſtions to aſk you, IN 
Harry, How d'ye like France ? 

Wild. Ah! jt Je plus beau Pais du Monde. 

Lare. 'Then what made you leave it ſo ſoon ?. 

Wild. Madam, vous woyex que je vous fuy par-tout. 

Lure. O Monſieur, je wour ſuis fort obligee— —Þut; 
where's the Court now ? 

Wild. At Marli, Madam. 

Lure. And where my Count La Falier ? 

Wild. His Body's in the Church- of Notre Dame; 
1 don't know where his Soul is. . 

Lure, What Diſcaſe did he die of ? 

Wild. A Duel, Madam ! I was his Do@or. 

Lure. How d'ye mean ? 

Wild, As moſt Doors do, I killd him, 


Lurt, 
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Lare. En Cavalier, my dear Knight-Errant ; ; well, | 
and how, and how; . what Intrigues,. what: Gallan- 
tries are carrying on in the Beau Ione 
| Wild. I ſhow'd aſk you that Queſtion, Mala ince 
| your Ladyſhip makes the Beau Monde WHOTFVER! You 
come. 

Lure. Ah! Sir Harry, I've been almoſt ruin'd, pel- 
terd to death here, by the inceſſant | Attacks of a 
mighty Colonel ; he has belieg'd me as cloſe as our 
Army did Namie, 

Wild, T hope your Ladyſhip did not ſarrender tho”. 

Lure, No, no, but was forc'd to capitulate ;' bur 
fince you are come to raiſe the Siege, we'll dance, 
2g. ſing, and laugh. | 

Vile And ove and kiſs———— Montrez mo wvorre 
a nk 

Lure. - Attande, attande, un peu -[ remder, 
Sir Harry, you promis'd me 1n Paris, never to aſk 
that impertinent Queſtion agen. 

Wild. Phaw, Madam, that was above two Months 
ago; beſides, Madam, Treates made in Brant, we 
never kept 

Lure, ou'd you marry me, Sir Harry 2 BE 

IWild. Oh! Le marriage eff une grand Male, emo 
But I will marry 

Lure. Your Word. Lixr, 1s not to be rely'd on; if 
a Gentleman will forfeit his Honour in. Dealings of 
Buſineſs, we may reaſonably ſuſpect his Fidelity 10 an 
Amour, 

Wild. \'My Honour in Dealings of Bufineſs ! why, 
Madam, I never had any Buſineſ: all my Life. 

Lure. Yes, Sir Harry, 1 have heard a very odd 
Story, aud am ſorry that a Gentleman of your Figure 
ſhowd undergo the Scandal. 

Wild. Out with it, Madam. 

Lure. Why, the Merchant, Sir, that caiflctea 
Your Bills of Exchange to yot in France, complains 
of ſome” indire& and diſhonourable Dealings, 

IViid. Who, old Smyuggler ! 


Vor. I. | F; Luv. 


—R—__ ——— 


| 
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Lure, Ay, ay, you know, him I find, | | 
Wild; I have ſome Reaſon, - I':think ;. why. the 


Ro ue has cheated- me of above va hundred Pound 


within theſe, three Years. 
Lure. 'Tis your Buſineſs then. to Kcquie: 1 
publickly ; for he ſpreads the. Seandal every _ | 
Wild. Acquit myſelf publickly ob: Age Sirrah, 
my | Coach ; PH drive inſtantly into the City, and 


cane the old Villain round the Royal Exchange; he 
\thall run the Gauntlet through a thouſand bruſht Bea- 


vers and formal Cravats. , 
Lure. Why, he is in the Houſe now, Sir, 
Wild. What, in this Houle ? 
Lure.: Ay, in the next Room. 
Wild. Then, Sirrah, l:ad me your Cudgel. 7 
-— Sy Sir Harry, you won't raiſe a Diſturbance i in 
y Houſe ? 
ils Diſturbance, Madam,. no, no, I'll beat him 


with the Temper of a Philolopher, Here, . Mrs. Pari,, 


ſhew me the Gentleman. {Exit with Parly, 

Lure, Now ſhall TI pet. the old Monſter, weil bez- 
ten, and vir Harry pefter'd next Term with. Blood- 
theds, Batteries, Coits and Damages, Solicitors and 
Attorneys; and if th:y don't teize him out off his 


good Humour, ll never plot agen. [Ext 


S CENE changes to ancther Room i in the Jame Houſe, 


| Enter Smuggler. 
" Cone. O, this damn'd 71de-waiter ! A Ship and 
Cargo worth five- thouſand Yound ! why, *is richly 


worth five hundred Perjuries. 


Enter Wildair. 

Wild. Bels Mr. Alderman, I'm your, moſt devotes 
and bumble Servant. 

Smug. My beſt Friend, Sir Harry, you're welcome 
to Eneland. 

Wild. Vl aflure you, Sits there's nota Man in the 
King's Dominions I am pladcect to meet, Dear, dear 
Mr. Aldermau. [Bow ag very low, 

wen.) 


- 
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, Smug. O. Lord; Sirz- you” Trentrs Have'the: moſt 
obliging ways' with you. | > 
Wild. There is 'a Buſineſs, Mr. £47 AS —w_ 
out, which you may oblige me infinitely-by 
am very ſorry that I am forc'd''to be troubleſome; ow 
Neceflity, Mr. Alderman. —- 
 _ Smug.. iy, Sir, as you- ſay, Neceſity—But upon 
iy ord, wy" T am bby; more of ovey at preſent, 


Dl That's r not the tabs; Sir, I'm hav an Ob- 
ligation that way ; but the Buſineſs is, I'm reduc'd to 
an indiſpenſible-Neceflity of being oblig'd to you for a 
| Beating ——Here take this Cudgel _ 

Smug. A Beating, Sir Harry ! ha, ha, ha! 'I "Th 

| a Knight Baronet! an Alderman turn Cudgel-Player ! 
= ha, ha! 

_ Wild. Upon my Word, Sir, you muſt beat me, or 

{ I cudgel you ; take your ahoice. 

Smug. Pihaw,' plhaw, you jeſt. 

Wild. Nay, *tis ſure as Fate : ſo, Alderman, 1 love 
you'll pardon my Curioſity, | [ Strikes Brew, 

Smug. Curiofity! Duce ak your Curioſity, Sir 
what-d'ye mean ? | 

Wild. Nothing at all ; m but In jeſt; be. ++: 

Smug. O, I can take any thing in-jeit ; but a Man 
might imagine by the Smartneſs of the Stroak, that 
you were in:downright earneſt. 

IF ild. Not in the leaſt, ſits, [Srike him.) not in 
the leaſt indeed, Sir, ... .-: 

Smug. Þra: goad. Sir, no more of your Jeſts, for 
they are Ay «= unteſt Jeſts, that ever I:knew.. 

_ Wild. FStrikes.] 1 heartily beg your pardon, with 
all my Heart, Sir. © 

Smug. Pardon, Sir! well, Sir, abat is Satisfa&tion 
enough from-a Gentleman : But feriouſly now, if you 
paſs any more of your Jeſts Upon me, TI ſhall: grow 
angry 

If ild, | bumbly beg our Permiſſion to break one 
or two . more... . | he ws him. 


%.' 
S "I 
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"Smug. O Lord, Sir, you'll break n my Bones: Are You 
| aa; Sir? Murder,” Felony, Mianfanghter!. "4 
Wd.” knocks him down, 
ud. Sir, I bey you ten thouſand Pardons; \but [ 
am abſolately: compelFd to't, wes m / Honour : | Sir, 
nothing can be more averſe to-my Irnati tions, "than 
to jeſt with my honeſt, dear, loving, obliged Friend, 
the Alderman. v) 
C [Striking him all this chile, Smugg for * Me 
over and over, and ſhakes out his "Pocket Bod 
on the Floor ; Lurewell enters, takes it u 
© How: 'The old Ropue's Pocket-Book ; this may be 
of uſe. [4 my ol Lord, Sir Hy 5 murdering. the 
poor old 


Smug, 0: ng Madan: T* was beaten I in. :Jeſt, "til 
b am murder'd\in good earneſt, 
Lure. Well, well, I'll bring you off, Senior —F ra- 
: pex, Frapesx ! 
Sug. O! for Charity's fake, Madam, reſcue a 
poor Citizen, 
 _LZrre. Oyou barbarays. Mag. Holds hold! _Fropes 
plus 'rudement:! | 
Frapezx ! 1 wonder you are not alham'd, [Elan Wild, 
A poor reverend honeſt Elder [Helps Smug. up. 
= wakes me weep to-ſce him in this Condition, poor 
an! | 
Now the Devil take you, Sir Harry——PFor not beat- | 
ing him harder. Well, my Dear, you ſhall come at 
Night, and PI make you amends. _ 
[Here Sir Harry takes Snuff, 
Smug. Madam, I will have. amends beforg, I leave 
the Place, SH 
- Sir, how 4urſ you uſe me thus? | | A = 
Wild. Sir? © | tt? 
"_ Sir, I ſay that I will have $atifaiion. . 
.FFild. With all my Heart. 


Throws $ into his jk 
Smug. O! Murder, BlindneG, Fire! . O Madam, 


Madam, get me ſome Water! Water, Fire, Fire, 
= [Exit with Lurewell. 


Water! | 
23% fi. 44 = | \ Wild 
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Will. Hay, leaſant/ "13 reſenting. an; Iojury: without 
 Paſion! /Tis the Money of CIV, | 


\ $1 
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"Ir Sateſmen. phe. oth ander. Bufe uf wag Vil s tt 
Und 'Jettling hlick Quiet,, Joſe their gran (55 noifgo 
Let St [Tiers dr rudge and fight fin, Pays on-Fame, | ©! 
- Por avhen they” re ſhot, I think "tis much the fame';_ '\* 
| Let Scholars wex their Braint with Maod and Te: , 
And mad with Strength of _ Reaſon, | Fools commence, ah 
Loſing their Wits in ſearching after Senje; © 
Their Symmum Bonum hey ma/t toil to gan, S 
And feeking. Pleaſures. ſpend their: Lijt in Pain : S”: 
I make the moſt of Life, no Hur miſpend, / 974 
Pleaſures the Mean, and Pleaſure/is my Ee. ak , 
*No Spleen, no Trouble fhall my Time deſtroy, | 


Life s but a Span, Þ il every fuch enjoy. | , \ {fait 
The End of the Second Adt, 
ogy ep grep Fro Lev 
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wit fg \ oh et 6 ay "5 0 A 


- CEN E, | The ret. hy 
PILES Emer Standard and Vizard. | 
IA III 4 -Þ 


ny | Biing him Word <a he lodgtd! 1 the 
civileſt Riyal in the World! Tis PIE. 
Viz. I ſhall urge it no farther, Sir. _ 


Lonly chought, Sir, that wy Charafter in the World 


might add Authority to my Words without ſo many 
titions.... - | 
Tj ahd. 'Pard6n me,. +. A Vizard., : (7 que 


Our Belief tru; roles hard. before. it _ = be. brought” to 

yield to the Difadvantage of what we love; ! +1." 

'Tis ſo great an Abuſe to our Judgment, that it makes 
L 3 t 
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the Faults of our Choice our own Failing. 
But what faid Sir Harry? | 

Viz. He pitied the Poor credulous Colonel, laugh 
heartily, 
Flew away with all the Raptures of : a Bridegroom, re- 
peating theſe Lines. 


A M:; Preſs neer can pall his Lover 5 POD 
Whoje Wit can whet wheneer ber Beauty chys. | 


Stand. 4 Mi -Aref neer can all / By all my Wrong: 

he whores her! And Pm made their Property. Ven- 

geauce ! Vizard, you muſt carry w Note for me- tO vir 
Harry, 

__ is, What! a Challenge ! I hope you don't defiza 
to kght ? 

Stand, What! Wear the Livery of my King, and 
| 26h ket an Afﬀront! *TUwere an Abuſe to his Sacred Ma- 
| jelly ; a Soldier's Sword, Y:zard, ſhould ſtart of itlclt 
to recrefs it's Maiter's Wrong. 

Viz. Hopgr Sir, I think it' not proper for me b 
carry any fſach leflage 0vL 4. riends. _ 

p Stund, 1 have neer a Servant hen, what ſhall | 
O ? 

Fiz. There's 7, om Errand, the Porter, that plies at 
the F/ue-Pofis, one who knows Sir Harry, and his 
Haunts very well; you may fend a Note by bim, 

o and, Here you, Friend. 

iz. | have now ſome. Buſineſs, and mal take my 
Pe e, I wou'd adviſe you nevertheleſs againſt this 
 Atfair.,. 

S:and. No whiſpering now, nor telling of Friends to 
prevent us. He that diſappoints a Man of an honour- 
_ able Revenge, may love him fooliſhly like a Wite, but 
never value him as a Friend. 


Viz. | Nay the Devil take him that parts you! fay 1 


; Enter Parter runming. 
"Err. Did your Honour cl Porter ? 


Stand, 
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Stand. Ts your Name Tem Errand ? EE PLN PR” | 

Err. People call me fo,  an't, like your Worſhip 

Stand. D'; 'e know Sir Harry WW dar, { CE 

Err. Ay, very well, Sir, he's one 'of my befl ates” ; 
many. around half. Crown have I had, of his Worſhip ; ; 
he's newIy come home from Frazce, Sir. ; 

$/and. Go to the next Coffec-houſe, and ' wait 'for 
me. O Woman, Woman, how bleft is Man, when fa- 
vour'd by your Smiles, and how accurs'd when all thoſe 


Smiles are found but wanton Baits to ſocth us to De- 
ſtruction ! 


Thus 6 our chief Joys avith baſe Allays are. cu! wad. | 
And o our roof 7, bing', when ence Ai or cas thx 


Drew Wildair and Clincher /en72r Falloroing, 

Clinch. ſen. Sir, Sir, Sir, having ſome Butinefs of 
Importance to communicate to you, I wov'd beg your 
Attention to a trifiing Aﬀeair that ' wou'd impart to 
your Undertſtandiug. 

Wild. What is your trifling Buſineſs of Importance, 
Pray: {weet Sir ? 

linch. ſen. Pray, Sir, are the Road: deep between 
this and Paris. 

Wild. Why that Queſtion, Sir ? 

Clinch. ſen. Becauſe 1 defion to go to the abit 
Sir ; I underftand that you are a Traveller; cir; there 
tan Air of Travel in the Tie of your Cravat, Sir; there 
is indeed, Sir——-—1I ſuppoſe, Sir, you bouplt this 
' Lace in F landers. 6 | 

. F7/d.. No, Sir, this Lace was made 3 in Nerwrs, 

Clinch. fen. Norevay, Sir ! he 

Wild, Yes, Sir, of the Shavings of Deal-boatdy: | 

Clinch: fn. That's very jtrange now, fairh——i 
Lace made of the Shavings of Dcal-boards ! Egad; Sir,. 
you 'Travellers ſes very firange Things abroat, ' very 
mcredibie Things abroad, indeed. Well, 11l have a 
Craiat of the very fame Lace before I come home. 


- 
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> Wild. But? "St; Joli” Preparations haye you, made 


* for your Joutney 217 204 
 Clinehi ſen. A Caſe of Pocket-piſtols for the Brayo' $ 
- ; >, twimming Girdle.” Pit:3s py 
- Wild: Why theſe, Sir? © 0.72 RE 
Clinch. yg O Lord! Siryl Pl tell” yoke -aibpat 
- us.in. Rome now 3 away''goes -I 'to ſome Ball— 
for I'll be: a mighty Beau.” Then, 'as 1 faid, I go to 
_ ſome, Ball, or ſome: 'Bear:baiting, *tis 'all one you 
_ know-——then/ comes a fine Jtalian Bona Roba, and 
_ plucks me by the Sleeve, Signior Angle, Signior 
 Angle————ſhe's a very fine Lady, obſerve that— 
| Aipter- Angle, ſays | ſhe,— -Signiora, fays 1], and 
- trips/ after her: to the Corner 'of a Street, Tod it 
. RufH-Street here, .or any other Street; then'yorr know, 
I mult invite her to the Tavern, I can do no lefs. — 
There up comes her Bravo ; the Jzalion =; ſaucy, 
_ and I give him. an Exglib Douſe of the Face, I can 
| Box, Sir, box tightly ; I was a *Prentice, Sir, — but 
then, Sir, he whips out his S/i/erto, and T whips out 
amy. Bull Dog—ſlaps him through, trips down Stairs, 
turns the Corner of, Ruel- Street again, and whips me 
into the: Ambaſlador's T rain, and there I'm fa E as a 
| Beau behind the Seenes. © 
Wild. Is your Piſtol charg'd, Sir ? | 
Clinch, Jen. Only a Brace of Bullets, that's all, "fir 
Wiid. "Tis a very fine Piſtol, truly :-pray let me ſec it, 
Clinch, ſen. With all my Heart, Sir. 
Wild. A's, Mr. I ae can you digeſt a \ Brace 
of [Bullets 7 + 
| Clinch. ſen. oO: by no Means in the World, Sir!” 
Wild. Fl try the Strenpth 00 your Stomach,  how- 
ever. Sir, you're a dead - TH 
| Preſenting the Piftel to his Briaf. 
by fer. Conſider, dear Sir-! I am going to the 
Jubilee, when. I come home agen, Tart a dead:Man at 
- yqurjService-- . {; OAT dP. 00 20 Hh 


Wild. O very wall Sir! hue ales Heed'you are not 
ſo cholerick for the future, 

Clinch..\ Qholerick,. Sir ! Oons t: 1 deſign to ſhoot ſes 
ven dralians a. Week, Su? . - ' ts 


— v$gÞ 9% 
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Wl. Sir, you won't have Provocation| 0 © 
_ Clin. /en.: Proyocation,) Sird Zauns, Sin, Pll: kill any 
Man for treading upon my;Corns; and/there' wit be a 
_ deviliſh 'Throng of People Yar wy that al the 
Princes in _/za/y,will beithere. ! 10.4 © 
Wild, Ang. all the Fops.and Fiddters in "Baveſs 
"but the Uſe of . your ſwimming Girdle; pra Sip 
Clin. ſen. O Lord, Sir! 'That's eaſy. Suppoſe the 
| Ship caſt away ; now, whilſt ochak fooliſh People are 
| buſy at their Prayers, I whip on/my ſwimming Gir- 
"- clap. a Month's Proviſion 'into my Pocket, and 
_ fails, me away. like an Egg in a Duck's Belly,——And 
| harKe, Sir, 1 have a new-Proje&'in my Head: '+ Where 
_ oye think. my ſaimming! Girdle: ſhall _" 'me © upon 
; bs ccafion? ?Tis a new Projeft. oſt 97 
Wild. Where, Sir? -- 
Clin. ſen. To Ciwvita- Trickin; Faith and ak ond 
. fo ſave the Charges of my Paſſage. Well, Sirg! you. 
. muſt pardon .me- now, Pm gong: ſee my: A 
Fila. This Fellows. an accotaplih'd Aſs Liſe he 
roes abroad... Well! This Angelica has: pot vinto my 
eart, and I can't get her out of. oy Ano? 'S mu 
id her Cother Viſit. ly" 


SCENE, Lay Darling's eaſe: SONY 

' Anpelita ſola." BASEL das 'Y 
”" Higel. Shoes State of Woman! ” holeatilefiVie- 
tue is but. Ceremony, - and'6ur-much' boafted "Modeſty 
but a laviſh Reftraint. The ftrict Confinement'on our 
Words, makes our Thoughts ramble more; and what 
preſerves our.. outward Fame, | deſtroys our inward 
Quiet ——* Tis hard that Love: ſhou'd be deny'd'the 
Ty: ee. .of . Hatred ;- that Scandal» and /Detra&ion 


houl ſo much indulg'd, yet ſacred Love and Druth 
.debar'd, pur, Converſation. | 2 iow you O —_ I 
01:3 10! 21157003 


Exter Darlin L, Clinch et and Dit! J 
 Darl. This is my Daughter, .Coufiq,s Mow 6?) 
b) Dich, 
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Dick. Now, Sir, remember your three Scrapes, 
Clin. Jaluting Angelica.—Qne, two, three, [Your 
humble Seryant. Was not that right, Dicky?. © 

Dick. Ay, faith Sir, but why don't you fpeak to her ? 
_ Cn. jun. 1 beg your Pardon, Dicky, '1 know niy 
Diftance. Wou'd you have me ſpeak k a LP at the 
firſt Sight? __ 

_ Dick. Ay, Sir, by all Means ; the firſt Aimis the ſureft, 
. Clin, La Now for a good Jeſt, to make her laugh 
wy, —By Jupiter Ammon T1 go give her a Kiſs, 
|; | [ Goes tcavard; her, 
*. Bater Wildair, znterpoſing. 

Wild, "Tis all to no Purpoſe, I told you fo before ; 
your pitiful five Guineas will never do——you may 
go, Þ1! out bid you; _ 

Clin, jun. What the Devil! The Madman's here 


I] Bleſs me, Couf in ! What d'ye mean ? Afﬀront 
a Gentleman of his Quality in my Houſe ! 

Clin. jun. Quality Why, Madam, I don't know 
what you mean by your Madmen, and your Beaux, and 
your -Quality.—— They're all alike, I believe. . 

Darl. Pray, Sir, walk with me into the next Room. 

Exit Darl. leading Clin. Dicky folles. 

_ Angel. Sir, if your Converſation be no more agpree- 
able than *twas the laſt "Time, I wou'd adviſe you to 
make your Viſit as ſhort as you can, 

Wild. The Offences of my laſt Viſit, Madam, bore 
their Puniſhment in, the Commiſſion ; and have made 
me as unealy til} I receive Pardon, .as your Ladyſhip 
can. be till 1 ſue for it. 

Angd. Sir Harry, 1 did not well underſtand the Of- 
fence, and muſt therefore proportion it to the Great- 
ne{s of your Apology ; if you wou'd therefore have me 
think it licht, take no great Pains in-an Excuſe. 

Hild. How (weet muſt the Lips be that guard that 
Tongue! Then, Madam, no more of paſt Offences, let 
us prepare tor Joys to come ; let this ſeal my Parcon. 
[K:fjes her Hand.| And this LF Initiate me to 
farther Happineſs, 

py 
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Lng 21. Hold, Sir,— -one re Sir Harry, 
and 4 anſwer plainly——Dyye love me? _ 

Wild. Love you! Does Fire aſcend ? Do By 0- 

crites diſſemble ? Uſurers love Gold, 'or great Men 
Flattery ? Doubt. theſe, then queſtion, that [ love... 

Angel. This lhews yur Gallantry, Sur, but not your 


Love. 
Wild. View your own Charms, Madam, then judge 


| my Paſtion; your Beauty raviſhes my Eye, your Voice 


my Ear, and your Touch has Wa my melting 
Soul, 

Angel. If your Words be real, *tis in a Pow: r to 

raiſe an equal Flame in me.———— 

Wild. Nay, then I ſeize- 

Angel. Hold, Sir, *tis alſo poſi vle to. make, me de- 
teſt and ſcorn you worſe than the moſt profligate of your 
deceiving Sex. 

Wild. Ha! A very odd Turn this. T hope, Madam, 
you only affe&t Anger, . becauſe you know your Frowns 
are becoming. 

Angel. Sir Harry, you being the beſt Judge of your 

own 'Defigns can beſt underſtand whether my Anger 
- Nhou'd be real or diſſembled ; think what ftrit x Modelty 
ſhov'd bear, then judge of my Reſentments. 

WI}ld. Strift Modeſty ſhou'd bear! Why faith, Madam, 
I believe the ftricteſt Modeſty may bear fifty Guineas, 
and I don't bclieve *twill bear one Farthing more, 

Angel. What d'ye mean, Sir? | 

IJild. Nay, Madam, what do you mean! if you go 
to that, I think now fifty Guineas is a fine Otter 
for your ſtrict Modeſty, as you call it. 

Angel. *Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to chivpn 
the Impertinence of a Man of your Figure on his De+ 
tet 1 i Underſtanding, "than on his Want of PUney”s 
——Þ'm *«fraid you're mad, Sir. | 

Wig. Po. hy Madam, you're enough to make ay 
Man ma Se ath, MS you not a- ll 
wp =. hs Sir ? 

Wild. Why, a Lady, of ——ſtri Modeſty, iF you 


Wl-Hars je; - > 1G4-$446.-t8 
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Angel. I ſhall never hereafter;truſt common Report, 
which repreſented you, Sir, a Man of Honour, Wit, 

ang. Breeding ;, for i find. you very deficient 1 mn! wa all 
| JIE xit, 

W414. __ Now di find that the firia Pretences Shieh 
_ the Ladies of Pleaſure. make- to. ſtrict Modeſty, is the 
Reaſon why thoſe of Quality are 'aſham'd to wear it, 

Enter Vizard, | F 

Viz. Ab! Sir Harry, have I caught you ? Well, and 
what Succeſs ? 

Wild. Succeſs | *Tis a Shame for you young Fellows 
in Town here, to let the Wenches grow fo ſaucy: I 
offer'd her ffty opng and ſhe was. in her Airs pre- 
ſently, and flew away in a Hoff. +I cou'd have had a 
Brace of Counteſles in Paris fox half the Money, and 

Je wous remercie into the Bargain. _ 

Fiz, Gone in her Airs, ſay. you ! And did hot you 
follow her ? | 

Wild. Whither ſhould I fellow her ? 
 Piz. Into her Bed-chamber, Man ; ſhe went on Pur- 
| Poſe. You a Man of Gallantry, and not underſtand 

that a. Lady? s beſt Rae's when ſhe puts on her Airs, 
as you call it! 

Wild. She talk'd to me of ftria Modeſty, and Stuff. 

"iz. Certainly. Moſt Women magnify their Mode- 
ty, for the ſame Reaſon that Cowards boaſt their Cou- 
Tape, becauſe they have leaſt on't. Come, come, Sir 
Harry, when you make your next Aflanlt, encourage 
your Kay with briſk Burgundy ;z if you ſucceed,' 'tis 
_ well; if,not, you. have a fair Excuſe for. your' Rude-: 
neſs. I'll go in, and make your Peace for what's paſt. 
Oh ! I had almoſt forgo Col. Standard wants: to - 
peak with you. about Pa me Buſineſs, 

Wild. Tl wait upon, him preſently z tye know 
where he may be found ? 

Viz. In the Piazza.of Covent- Gondn: Gout an Fhone 
Hence, I promis'd to (ee; him. z and there we may meet 
him, .to haye.your,/Throat cut. | -. - / \ [ Afar. 
Tl go in and intercede for you. 

7ild. But no foul Play __ the Lady, Fi zard, [Ei 
Viz 


The Orient" Grape: 


| (i; NN} \ 

Pix! No fair Play, T-eai afurt'yoii, ___ 
5 CR NE} 044" Steer bers bithreiPh" FT 5/6 
rw rom ou _ Lurgwell copneting in in the CL 

yu Bgoboly} 4*, Enter Standard. 115 gl ] 20:29! oy we 

+: Sod. How' weak is Reaſon in Diſputes of ove? 
That daring Reaſon which 'ſo oft pretends to, 
Works of biph Omnipotence, yet poorly ck My 3,98 | 
our weakeſt Paſſions, and yields implicit Faith,.to 
fooliſh Love, paying blind Zeal to faithleſs bs Women's 
Eyes. I've 'heard her” Falſhood' with ' ſuch pf 
Proofs; that | I no longer ſhould” difiruſt | jt. Ver i] 
my*Love wou'd baffle Demonſtration, *and 'make'T; [m-, 
poſſibilities feem probable. T Looks up. ] Ha! T hat F ool. 
too! What, ſtoop ſo low as that 'Animal!— —Tis 
trae, 'Women once fall'n, like Cowards in Deſpair, , 
will tick at nothing ; there's no Medium in Foc Ac- 
tions. They muſt be” brig ht as Anpels, 'or black | as 
Fiends.” 'Btit now for my Rivers ze, "For 'kick her ©. 
ly before her Face, call her Whore, po Wewhale, 
Sex,/\and leave'her,' ' Le 16 ors in, 


Lurewell | comes Hown with Clinthe.. The Scene 
changes t0' a Dining- mu” 

Ld O Lord, Sir, it 'is my Huſband ! What will 
become of you'? 

»>Clin,) Ab 1 Your Haſband'! Oh; ff ſhall be mut-' 
der'd: "What ſhall T do!" Where ſhall Tri !'PIt creep 
| into afl Oven ;'V11 climb 'up the Chimney ; If fly; 
PIAvimg——I wiſh to the Lord T were at. Nog Ter 
bile OW ——— 
Lure. Can't you think of any thing, Sir? Age 
" Clinchi\Phink ! not' I, I never cou 'd think to any. 
Purpoſe in my Life. \ bit | 

wlll n& vor Js "Faeroe Brand." DL OP 
1'Lary Wheat Yo'y obiwant; Sir? oO 290 
Err.) Madam, + am looking for Sir" Haryy' Wiltairs . 
I ſaw him come in here-this Morning; and did im: 
pine ke night be here 8, fe nof gone.” ele 


Lur to 
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Lzre. Alucky Hit! Here, Friend, change Cloaths 
with this Gentleman, quickly, ſtrip. | 
Clin, Ay,* ay, quickly, firip ;/F'11 give you: half a 
Crown to boot. Come here : So. [{hey change Cloath:, 
Eure. Now flip you [Te Clinch] down itairs, and 
wait at the Door titl my Hufband be gone ;/ and pet 
you-: in there [To the Porter.) till I call you.  - 
[Pats Errand #n the next Rom, 


/ 
1 


Enter Standard. 

Oh, Sir ! Are you come? I wonder, Sir, how you 
have the Confidence to ———_ me after ſo baſe a 
Trick ? 

S'and, O Madam, all your Artifices won” bits 
vail. 

Lure. Nay, Sir, your Atices won't avail. I 
thought, Sir, that I gave you Caution enough apainlt 
troubling me with Sir Harry //dair's Company when 
I ſent his Letters back by you ; yet you, forſooth, 
maſt tell him where I lodg'd, and SANG me again to 
his impertinent Courtſhip! 

Srand. I expoſe you to his Courtſhip d:riuf 

| Lure, Vl lay my Life you'll deny it now : Come, 
come, Sir ; a pitiful Lye is as ſcandalous to a Red Coat 
as an Oath to a Black. Did not Sir Harry himſelf tell 
me, that he found out by you where 1 lodg'd ? 

Stand. You're all Lyes : Firſt, your Heart is falſe, 
your Eyes are double : 'One Look. belies another : 
And then your "Tongue does contradict them all. —— 
Madam, I fee a little Devil juit now hammering out 2 
Lye | in your Pericrantum, 

Lure. As I hope for Mercy, he's in the right on't. 
[ 4/ide.] Hold, Sir, you have got the Play-houſe 
Cant upon your Tongue; and think, that Wit may 
privilege your railing : But I mutt tel} you, Sir, that 
what is Satyr upon the Stage, 15 4ll Manners here. | 

Stand. What is feign'd upon the Stage, us here in 
Reality real Faſhood. Yes, yes, Miadam, —I expos'd 


you to the Courtſhip of pour vol Clincher, wo ; 1 
10pe 


FP dy 5 16 4/4064 © + 


 blefome Viſit. 
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hope _ Female Wiles woes impoſe that upon me 
w— A] {O noo—s 

Lure: Clineher ! Nay, now you're fark mad. I 
know no ſuch Perſon, 

Stari. O'Woman' in Perfetion | not khpw him ! 
'Slife; Madam, can' my 'Eyes, my piercing jealous 
Eyes, be ſo deluded ? Nay, Madam, my Noſe could 
not miſtake him ; for I ſmelt the Fop by his Pulvilio 
from the Balcony down to the Street. 

Lure, The Balcony | Ha, ha, ha! the Balcony ; 
Pll be hang'd but he has miſtaken Sir Harry Wiltair's 
Footman with a new French Livery, for a Bezu. 

Stand, 'Sdeath, Madam, what is there in me that 
looks like a Cully! Did not I fee him ? 

Lure. No, no, you cow'd not fee him; you're 
dreaming, Colonel. Will you believe youw Eyes, 
now that I have rabb'd them open ? ——— Here, you 
Friend. 


Enter Errand 7: Clincher's - Clonths, | 
Stand. T'his is HMufon all; my Eyes conſpire a- 
gainſt themſelves. *'Tis Leperdemain; | | 

Lure. Leg/ydemain ! Is that all your Acknowledg- 
ment for your rude Behaviour ? Oh, what a Curſe 
1s it to love as I do!—But don't preſume too far, 
Sir, on my AﬀeCtion: For ſuch ungenerous Uſage 
will ſoon return my tir'd Heart,—— be gone, Sir, [7s 
the Perter.] to your impertinent Maſter, and tell him 
I ſhall never be at Leifure to reccive any of his trou- 
Send to me to know when L[ 
Pe gone, Sir :=— bam ſure he 


ſhould be at home ! 


has made me an unfortunate Woman. [ Weeps. 


Stand.» Nay, then there is' no Certainty in Nature ; 
and Truth is only Falſhood well diſguis'd. 

Lure. Sir, had not I own'd my fond fooliſh Paſſion, 
I ſhou'd not have been ſubject to ſuch. unjuſt Suſpi- 


Ccions :''Bat it is an ungrateful Return, _ [Hepirg, 


Stand. Now, where are all my firm Refolves ? I will 
believe her Juſt. My Paſlion rais'd my Jealouty, ten 


"wy mayn' t Love be as blind 1 in finding Faults, as in 


p excul- 


: 
| 
[ 
[ 
: 
[ 
} 
: 
j 
: 
: 
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42] hope," Madam; you'll pardon 
me, fince Jealouſy, that magnify'd my Suſpicion, i 
bs _ the EffeQ of Love, as my Ealineſs in being 
atisfy? 
Lure. Eaſineſs in n being fatify4 1 You Men. Have 
got an inſolent Way of Extortin Pardon, by perliſting 
in your Faults. No, no, Sir, cheriſh your "Sufpicions, 


feed upon your Jealouſy: It is fit Mens for - your 
ſqueamiſh Stomach. _ 


With me all Women had this Rule PUPS Wk 
1-04 ho think Ws fe le, e's, never find us true. 
DR [Eat in A "Yew 


En ner Clincher in the Porter's Cloaths.. 

Clin. Well, Intriguing is the prettieſt, pleaſanteſ 
"Thing, for a Man of my Parts :=How ſhall we laugh 
at the Huſband, when he is gone ?!———How filly 
he looks! He's in labour of Horns already. -To 
make a Colonel a Cuckold ! Twill be rare News for 
the Alderman. © 
Stand, All this Sir Harry has occafion'd ; but he's 
brave, and'will afford me a juſt Revenge: —O! this 
is the Porter I ſent the Challenge by :——Well, $i, 
have you found him ? 

Clin. What the Devil does he mean now ? 
| ey Have you given Sir Harry the Yue Fel. 

FL: 
Clin. The Note ! What Note ? a 
Stand. The Letter, Blockhead, which I fint 6h you 


to Sir Harry Wildair; have you ſeen him?.. 


Cliz. 'O Lord, what ſhal I ſay. now? Seen him? 
Yes, Sir——No, Sir. I have, Sir—1 have 
not, SIT. 

Strand. The Fellow s mad. Anſwer 1 me direftly, 
Sirrah, or I'll break your Head. , 

Clix. 1 know Sir Harry very well, Sir; ut a to 


the Note, Sir,” T'can't remember a Word on't : Truth 


1s, I have a very bad Memory. 


-” 


$tand, 
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 Stand,. O Sir, Re etl your Memory, RU of 


te, Zum Sr, Yolt 11, dh giv "him * 


gn Fab RY Rgt el nſ\we 19d wittd s 51 
| eta mak] id Gl orghs him m the te... Lk de 


; SE? 'Ye banter, Ra alt 
ILY [Strikes himatacy- 
Clin. wr Sir, old! 'He 3d fin d an Anſwer, K 

Stand. What was't, Villain ? | | 
Clin. Why, truly Sir, I have forgot it : 1 told, you 
that I had a Aery treacherous Memory. 
= Stand, I'll Ini you ſhall remember me this 
S Month, Raſcal. [ Beats him 0 and Exit. 


E ater 'Lurewell. and Parly. 
"Lure. Fortboen, fortboon, fortboon | 4 This is better 
than I expe&ed ; but Fortune till helps. the Indu- 


{trious, | | 
| Enter Clincher. 

" Clin.” Ah! The Devil take all Intriguing, Fl I, | 
and him who firſt invented Canes.— That curs 'd 
Colonel has got ſach a Knack of beating his ens 
that he has left the Mark of a Callar | —_ Bandileers 
about my Shoulders, * 


Lure. O my poor Gentleman! And was it bea- 
ten ? 

Clin. Yes, I have been beaten. But where's my 
Cloaths ; my Cloaths? _ ._. 

Lure, What, you. won't leave. me. - ſoon, my 
Dear, Wil 5 ye? 

Clin, will ye! If ever I peep ;nto. = ' Colonel's 
Tent agen, may I be forc'd to run the Gauntlet. —— 
But my Cloathy, Madam. 

Lure, [ fent the Porter down Stairs i g, nds 
Did"not you meet him?” 
\ Clin. Ne nn No, not T.. 


a) '"He. went out Pl: 8. ; ac dogs, and my 
run -F8 Ava, Prafraid, 96 Ps te 


£ 


Clin, | 
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Clin. Gone, ſay you!-and with my Cloaths! my 
fine Jubilee Cloaths! ©, the Rogue, the Thief !* 
——— Tj} have him hang'd for Murder. But how 
ſhail I get home in this Pickle ? 
ParicPm afraid, - Sir, the Colonel will be. back 
' preſently, for'he dines at home. 
Clin. O. then I mutt ſneak off! 
Was. ever ſuch an Untortunate Peau, - 
_'Fo have his: Coat well thrafi'd, and loſe kis Coat 
allo ? 


- Lyre, Thos the noble Poet ſpoke Trath : 


Nething ſuits wwor o with Pice' thaw avant of Senſe 2 
Fools are ftill wicked at their own Expence. 


Par. Methinks, Madam, the Injuries you. have ſufs 
fer'd by Men, muſt be very great, to raiſe Tuck heavy 
Refentments againft the whole Sex. 7; 

Lure, 'The greateſt Injury that Woman cou'd ſu- 
ſtain ; they robb'd me of that Jewel, which preſerv'd, 
exalts our Sex almoſt to An gels; but deftroy'd, debaſes 
us below the worſt of Brutes, Mankind. _ 

Par. But I think, Madam, . your Anger ſhou'd be 
only confin'd to the Author of your Wrongs, _ 

ure, The Author! Alas, I know him not, which 
makes my Wrongs the greater, 

Par, Not know him! *Tis odd, Madam, chat! a 
Man ſhould rob you of that ſame Jewel you men- 
tioned, and you not know him. 

Lure. Leave trifling 3 'tis a Subject that aber 
ſours my Temper: But ſince, by thy faithful, Service, 
I have ſome reaſon to confide in” your Secrecy, hear 
the ſtrange Relation. Some twelve Years. ago, 
I liv'd at my Father's Houfe in Oxford/hire, ble. 
with Innocence, the ornamental, but weak. Guard of 
blooming Beauty : I was then jult Fifteen, an Age 
fatal to the Female-Sex: Our Youth is tempting, our 
Innocence credulous, ' Romances moving, Love pow- 
erful, and Men are—Villains. Then it happened, that 
three young Gentlemen from the Univerſity apr 
in 
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into the Country,” and being beniphred, and Stran- 
gers, calPd at my Father's: He 'was very 'glad of 
their Co:mpany, and offer'd them the Entertainment of 
his Houle. 

Par. Which they decepted; no doubt: Oh! thefe 
ſtrolling Collegians are never abroad, but upon ſome 
Miſchief. 

Lure. They had ſonic private Frolick or Defien in 
their Heads, as appear*'d by their not naming one an- 

_ other, which my Father perceiving, out of Civili- 
ty, made no Enquiry into their Aﬀairs ; two of them 
had a heavy, pedantick, Univerſity Air, a fort of a 
diſapreeable Scholaftick Booriſhnels in their Behaviour 
but the chard 1 

Par. Ah! the third, da as thi thr of all 
things, they fay, 1s verv critical, 
| Fe He was— ut in ſhort, Natihb cut him 
ont for my und oiag ; he ſeem'd to be about. Eigh- 
teen. 

Pab. finMiatch for vonr F iſceets av cou'd be: - 

' Lure, Hs led = gercect Sweetnefs in his Pena 
pou Comelinefs in his Ferſon, and his Tongue was 

to ſooth' ſoft Innocence to' ruin, © His very Looks 
were witty, ahd his exprefive Eyes ſpoke ſofter, pret- 
tier things, than Werds cou'd frame. | 

Pay. There will be Miſchief by and- by ; 2 never 
' heard a' Woman talk ſo much of Eyes, bur there 

-were Tears preſently. after. 

Lure, His Diſcourſe was directed: wwy Father, but 
his Looks'to me. After Supper I went to my Cham- 
ber, and read Caſſandra, then went: to Bed, and 
' dreamt'of "him all Night, | roſe in the Morning, and 
"made Verſes, ſo fell deſperately in Love.——-My' Fa- 
ther was ſo' well pleas'd with his Converfation, that he 
| begy'd their Company NEXT Day 3 - they conſented, and 
*next''/Nephr, Par! 

Par. Ah, next Night, Madam,—next Night 
(Pm afraid) was a Nightindeed. 

Lure, He brib'd my Maid, with he! Gold, out-of 

her Honeſty ; and me, with his Rhetorick, ovt of my 
Honour. 


48 The .Conftant*Coupte. of 
Noone be admitted! himito my Chamber,” and 
ere he yow'd, and LOR and: ey; and ATT 
- 0 er'd,, 9191 e530 . 7, eps, 
-lack-a-days poor Fifteen an [77 eps. 
WM He ſwore that he wou'd :come' 4ojn- Hom 
O-xford.in; a Fortnight,. andomarry me, '- 
"Par The old Go | the old Bait !——<T was 'cheat- 
juſt © myſelf. [des]; But: had - -not. you the Wit 
& pf his Name all.this -while ?. || 
hy pak Alas! what Wit had Imnioceriee Hike mine ? 
He told. me, that . he was under--an Obligation to his 
Companions of concealing himſelf 'then, but that he 
wou'd write, to me, in two Days,” and'let me Know 
| his Name, and: Quality: After all the binding Oarhs 
of Conlancy,, joining Hands, | exchariging Hearts, [ 
gave him a Ring with this Motto, Love and Honour ; 
then_ we Rite but. I never | law the dear Deceiver 
more... + 
Par, No, nor never with I warrant you.” | 
Lare, 1, need ,not tell : my  Griefs, which m' [ihe 
ther's Death made. a. fair Pretence for ; the le 
ſole Heireſs and Executrix to three thouſand Pounds 
a Year: At laſt, my Love-for this fingle Difſembler 
turn'd to a Hatred of the whole Sex ; and reſolving 
to divert my Melancholy,.and\make my large For- 
tune ſubſervient to my Pleaſure and Revenge, I went 
to travel, where, in moſt Courts of Europe, I have 
done ſome Execution. - Here; I .will .play--my- lat 
 Seene; then retire to my Country Houſe, live ſolitary, 
and die a Penitent. _ 
Par. But don't you fill love this dear Diſſembler ? 
Lure. Moſt certainly : 'Tis Love of him-that keeps 
my Anger warm, repreſenting the Bafeneſs of Man- 
kind full in view ; and makes my Reſentments work— 
We ſhall have that old impotent Lecher, Sm ” 


here to Night ; I have a Plot to ſwings him, 
preciſe *h IS Vizard. "ep 2.x ogg: 


Par. 1 think, Madam, you . .manage oy body 
that comes in your way. _—_ 


Lark, 
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| Lure. No,|Parh, thoſe' Menz” whoſe” Pretenfi6hs 
found juſt, and honourable; I fairly difmiſyA, by letting 
them know my firm Reſolutions never to' mart 
thoſe. Villains that wou'd WR we Honour, | fe- 
dom, fail'd to manage." / * LPT 
13%. What d'yerthinke-of the Colonic), Madam T 
ſuppoſe his Deſigns:are honourable?” 

re. . That Man's a Riddley- 'there's- Foinethinig of 
Honour i in his Temper that pleaſes ; I'nr ſure he loves 
me. tgo,. becauſe-he's foon jealous, hd ſoon fatisfy*d. 
But he's a Man ftill, When I once tried his, 
Pulſe about Moriage,” his *Blood ' ran' as low” as a 
Coward's. - He: ſwore indeed, that” he lov'd mie,, but, 
cou'd not. marry. me, forſooth, beeanſa Us" was. cfi a. 
elſewhere; S0.poor a Pretence made me difdain” 
Paſion,: wbich otherwiſe might have been uneaſy vs 
me.——But hang him, I have teiz'd him enough. — 
Beſides, Parly, 1 Pogia to be tir'd of my Revenge ;j— 
| But this Buſs and- Guinea T muſt maul once+more. Pl 
hanſel his Woman's - Cloaths | for him. ' Go get. "me. 
Pep and Ink ; I muſt write to Vizard to. 


- : - 
P je) we ” . 
OR... * © ? ; he PTE ts 
| 4 4 


cy ebis onve off me as before'y. + LS 2 
_ Tawo juch Machine; can never "work in _—_—_ ARA 
" fs ty Propitiaus Wheel, and my projecting Bratt. 


| _ The End” of the Third ACT., A 
PO NEOL EMO v6» 
EW T dV. pat 


iN c E N E,. Covent Garden, 
_ Wildair end Standard metings _ 


ws Preps ' Sir Harry, to have met 01, '6'er-; 


kince 


i this in a more Fon fepieas Place ; 
rotgs* were - -withont' oa 3. 4 
ſhall be fo too. Draw, -Sir ! anc 


_ Ws, Draw, Sir ! ! What Ne I draw | - 


enge 
- = 


${and, 
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Stand, Come,” come, Sir, 'I like your facetious Hu- 
mour well enough ;' it ſhews Courage and Unconcern, 
I know.you brave; and AE ute: you: thus, Draw 
your Sword. 

IVild. Nay, to oblige you, Iwill drdey's but tbe De- 
vil take me if I fight. ——Perhaps, Colonel, this Is 
the prettieſt Blade you have ſeen. -/ + 
Scand. I doubt not'but the Arm 1s good ; aut there- 
fore think both worth my Reſentment. Come, Sir. 


I/11d. But,  prithee Colonel, -doſt think that I. am 


ſuch a Madman, as to ſend my Soul to the Devil, and 

Body to the Worms apor every Fool's Errand ? [ {fa 

Stand. I hope you're no Coward, Sir. 

I/ild. Coward, Sir ! 1 have wigs thouſand Pounds a 
Year, - Sat: - ©; 

| Stand, You fought in Rlandion,) to my Knowledpe, 

Wild, Ay, for the ſame Reaſon that I wore a red 
| Coat; becauſe *twas faſhionable. | 

Srand. Sir, you fought a French Count in Paris. 

Wild. True, Sir ; but: there was no-Danger of Lands, 
nor Tenements: beſides, he was a Beau, like myſelf. 
Now you're a Soldier, | Colonel, and Fighting's your 
Trade, and I think it downright Madneſs to contend 
with any Man in his Profeſſion. 

Stand, Come, Sir, no more dallying : I ſhall. take 
very unſeemly Methods, if you don't ſhew yourſelf a 
Gentleman. 

Wild. A Gentleman ! Why there .agen now. A 
Gentleman ! I tell. you once more, Colonel, that I am 
a Baronet, and have eight thouſand Pounds a Year. ! 
can dance, ling, nde, 'S ence, underſtand the Lan uages 
Now, I can't conceive how running you t Broth 
the Body. ſhou'd contribute oge. Jot..more-to my Gen- 
tility. But pray, Colonel, I Rs 00g. to aſk you: 
What's the Quarrel ? | 

Stand, A Woman, Sir. __ | 
_ Wild. Then I put up my Sword. Take her, 

' Stand. Sir, my Honour's concerned, 
_ Wild. Nay, if*your Honour be conterr with a 


Woman, ae it out of her Hands as foon as you I 
N 
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An honourable Lover is'the greateſt Slave in Nature ; 
ſome will lay, the greateſt Fool. Come, come, Co- 
lonel; | this 15. mating about the Lady Lurewell, I 
warrant ; I can give you Satisfacuon 1 in that Aﬀair. 
Stand, Do fo then immediately ! : 

Wild. Put up your. Sword. firſt ; you know I dare 
fight : But I had much rather make you a Friend than 
an Enemy. I can: affure you, this Lady will prove 
too hard for one of; your Temper. You have too 
much Honour, too much in Conſcience, to be CD Fa- 
_ vourite with the Ladies. 


| Stand. I'm afſur'd, Sir, ſhe never gave you any 

Encouragement. — 

Wild. A Man can never hear Reaſon with a Sword 
in his Hand. Sheath your Weapon; and then if 1 
don't fatisfy you, ſheath it in my Body. | 

Stand... Give me but Demonſtration of w. grant= 
ing you any Favour, and it is enough. 

Wiid. Will you take my Word ? 

S:and. Fardan me, Sir, I cannot. 

Wild. Will you believe your own Eyes ? | 

Stand, *Tis ten to one whether I ſhall or no, they 
ay deceiv'd me already. 

Wild. That's hard——But ſame means I. ſhall de- 

viſe for your Satisfa&tion - We muſt fly: this Place, 
elſe that cluſter of Mob will overwhelm us. Thin, 


Emer Mob, Tom Errand's Wife hurrying in Clincher 
. ſenior #2 Errand's Cloaths. | 
Wife O, the Villain, 'the Rogue, he has murder'd 
my Huſband : Ah! my poor 7 izihy /. [ Crying. 
Clia. Dem your Timothy !——your Huſband has 
| murder*d me, Woman ; for he Figa carry ba away my 
| fine - ny Cloaths. 

Wife. Ay, you Cut- Throat, hang you ot got his 
Cloaths upon your Back. there ?—Neighbours, don? t 
you know. poor T;mothy's Coat and Apron ? 

Myb. Ay, ay, it is the fame. .... | 
Fir/i Msb. What ſhall we do with him, Neighbours? 
Second Mb. We'll pull him in pieces, 

| Fit 
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Firſ? M:5. No, no; then we may be hang'd for 
Murder : but we'll drown him. 
| Clin. Ah, good People, pray don't drown me; 
for I never learnt to ſwim in all my Life. Ah, this 
plaguy intriguing ! dT 

 Meb. Away with him, away with him to the Thang, 
_ Clin, Oh, if I had but my Swimming Girdle, now, 


| '__ Enter Conſtable. | 
Conft. Hold, Neighbours, I command the Peace. 
Wife. O, Mr. Conſtable, here's a Rogue that has 


 murder'd my Huſband, and robb'd him of his Cloaths, 


Conſt, Murder and Robbery ! then he muſt be a Gen- 


tleman. Hands off there ; he muſt not be abus'd.— 


Give an Account of yourſelf. Are you a Gentleman ? 
Clin. No, Sir, I am a Beau. 2 
| Conft. A Beau! Then you have killed no body, I'm 
perſuaded. How came you by theſe Cloaths, Sir ? 
Clin. You muſt know, Sir, that walking along, 
Sir, I don't know how, Sir; I can't tell where, Sir; 
and fo the Porter and I chang'd Cloaths, Sir. 
Conft. Very well ! the Man ſpeaks Reaſon, and like 
a Gentleman. | 
_ Vi;fe. But pray, Mr. Conſtable, aſk him him how he 
chang'd Cloaths with him. wa 
Conft. Silence, Woman! and don't diſturb the 
Court. ——— Well, Sir, how did you change Cloaths ! 
_ Clin, Why, Sir, he pull'd off my Coat, and I crew 
off his : So I put on his Coat, and he put on mine. 
Conj?, Why, Neighbour, I don't find that he's gui- 
ty: Search him! and if he carries no Arms about 
him, we'll let him go. 
{They fearch his Pockets, and pull out his Piftit. 
Clin, O Gemini! My Jubilee Piſtols ! | 
Cont. What, a Caſe of Piſtols ! 'Then the Caſe 1 


plain. Speak, what are you, Sir? Whence came 


you, and whither go you ? Ol 
Clin. Sir, I came from Rnfel-Street, and am going 


_ to the Jubilee. 


Wife, You ſhall go to the Gallows, you Rogu 


e, 
\ Core 
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Cont Away with him, onde: with him to. New- 
pate, ſtraig x5 
Chr. I hal go to the Fubilee now, "WE P bn. 


Re-enter Wildair and Standard. 

Wild. In ſhort, Colonel, 'tis all Nonſenſe : Fight 
for a Woman! Hard by is. the Lady's Houſe, if you 
pleaſe we'll wait on her together : You ſhall draw 
your ſword, Pll draw my Snuff:Box : You ſhall pro- 
duce your Wounds receiv'd in War : Pllrelate mine 
by Capid's Dart: You ſhall look big ; 3 Pll ogle; 

You ſhall ſwear ; III figh, You ſhall fa, 
fa, and PII Coupee 3 and if ſhe flies not to my Arms 
like a Hawk to its Perch, my Dancing-Maſter deſerves 
to be damn'd. 

Stand. With the generality of Women, I grant you 
theſe Arts may prevail, 

Wild. Generality of Women ! Why there agen, 
you're out. They're all alike, Sir ; I never heard of 
any one that was particular, _ one. 

Stand, Who was ſhe, pray ? 

Wild. Penelope, T think ſhe's call'd, and that's a 
Poetical Stoty too. When will you find a Poet in our 
Age make a Woman fo chaſte ? 

Stand, Well, Sir Harry, your cettous Humour 
can diſguiſe Falſhood, and make Calumny paſs for 
Satyr 3 but you have promis'd me ocular Demonſtra- 
tion that ſhe favours you: Make that good, and I 
ſhall then maintain Faith and Female to be as incon- 

fitent as Truth and Falſhood. 

, Wild. Nay, by what you told me, I am ſatisfied 
that ſhe impoſes on us all: and Vizard too ſeems 
© what I till ſuſpeRed him: But his honeſty once miſ- 
truſted, ſpoils his Knavery : But will you be 

| convinc'd, if our Plot ſucceeds? 

| Stand. I rely on your Word and Honour, Sir Har- 
19; which if I doubted, my Diftruſt wou'd cancel the 
Obligation of their Security. 

id. Then meet me half an Hour hence at the 
Rummer : You muſt go me by taking a hearty 


Glaſs 
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Glaſs with me toward the fitting me out for a certain 

 Proje&A, which this Night I undertake. -, 
Stand. 1 gueſs by the Preparation, that Woman' 

_ the Deſign. | | 


Willd. Yes, faith ———-I am taken dangerous ill 
with two fooliſh Maladies, Modeity and Love: the 
firſt I'll cure with Bargundy, and my Love by x 
Night's Lodging with the Damſel. A ſure Remedy, 
'Probalimeft: Fa 
tand. I'll certainly meet you, Sir.  _ 
[ne ſeveral, 
—__ F#nter Clincher junior and Dicky, 
Clin, Ah! Dicky, this London is a ſad Place, a fad 
vicious Place: I wiſh that I were. in the Country 
agen : And this Brother of mine! 'm ſorry he's {6 
great a Rake: I had rather fee him dead than fee 
him thus. 3 
"Dick. Ay, Sir, He'll ſpend his whole Eftate at this 
ſame Jubilee. Who d'ye think lives at this ſame 
' Jabilee? 
Clin. Who, pray? 
'Dick.” The Pope. 
Clin, The Devil he does! My Brother go to the 
Place where the Pope dwells! He's bewitch'd ſure! 


Enter Tom Errand #n Clincher ſenior's Cloaths, 
Dick. Indeed, I believe he is, for he's ſtrangely alter'd, 
 Cliz. Alter'd! Why he looks'like a Jeſuit ads. 
_ Err. This Lace will fell. What a Blockhead wa 
the Fellow to truſt me with his Coat! If I can ge 
' croſs the Garden, down to the Water-fide, I am pret- 


ty ſecure. | [Afb 
Clin. Brother !———Alaw! O Gemini! Are you 


my Brother ? | 

Dick, I ſeize you in the King's Name, Sir. 

Err. O Lord! Shou'd this prove ſome Parliament 
"Man now |! | TT 

Cliz. Speak, you Rogue, what are you? 

Err. A poor Pojr, Sir, and going of an Errand, 
Dick, What Errand ? Speak, you Rogue, 


Err, 


 -Fyr. A Fool's Errand, I'm afraid. 
Clin. Who ſent you? © 
Err. A Beau, _ A _ WY? fo 4 
Dick. No, no, the Rogue has murder'd your Bro- 
| Ther, and fiript him of his Cloaths. _ | ad 
_ Clin, Murder d my Brother! .O Crimi! O my 
poor Jubilee Brother rt by Fupiter Ammon, 
Pm Heir tho' : Speak, Sirrah, have you kill'd him ? 
Confeſs that you have kill'd him, and PII give you 
Half a Crown. CE PR 
Err.” Who, 1, Sir ? Algck-a-day, Sir, I never kill'd 
any Man, but a Carrier's Horſe once. | 
Cl. Then you fhall certainly be hang'd ; but con- 
Fefs that you killd him, and we'll let you go” 
Frr., Telling the Truth 40", bay Man, but confeſling 
a Lye can do no harm; beſides, if the worſt come 
to the worſt, I can but deny it agen Well, Sir, 
ſince I muſt tell you, I did kill im. - * =, 
_ Clin. Here's your Money, Sir, —But are you ſure 
you kilPd him dead ? FI ; 
Err. Sir, I'll ſwear it before any Judge in Exglarnd. 
Dick. But are you ſure that he's Dead in Law ? 
Err. Dead in-Law? I can't tell whether he be 
Dead in Law. 


But he's as dead as a Door-Nail ; for I gave him þ 


ſeven knocks on the Head with a Hammer. 

* ' Dick, 'Then you have the Eſtate by Statute. 
2F Man that's knock'd o'th* Head is Dead is Law. 

Clin, But are you ſure he was Compos Mentis when 


| he was killd? | 


Fry. I ſappoſe he was, Sir; for he told me nothing 
to the contrary afterwards. z; = 
FR Hey ! Then I go to the Fubilet———_—_—_rip, 
Sir, rip. 

B iter Ammon, firip.. | <> RR” 

Di. ann don't Pri ci. 

| [ Puts on his Brother's © ak 
Clin. Swear, Sir, Zoons, han't I got the. Eſtate, 


o ? Come, Sir, now. 'm in Mourning for my Bro- 
ther, | | 


M 2 Erre 
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Err. I hope you'll let me go now, Sift, | 

Clin. Yes, yes, Sir; but you muſt do. me. the Fa. 
vour to ſwear poſitively before a Magiſtrate, that you 
kil'd him dead, that I may enter upon the Eſtate 
without any T rouble. By Fupiter Ammon, all m 
Religion's gone, figce I put on theſe fine Cloaths— 
Hey, call me a Coach ſomebody. 
Err. Ay, Maſter, let me go, and Pl call one im- 
mediately. | 

Clin. No, no ; Dicky, carry this Spark before a 
Juſtice, and when he has made Oath, you may dif- 
charge him. And Pl go ſee Angelica, | 
[Exeunt Dick and Exrand. 
Now that I'm an eldeh Brother, I'll court and ſwear, 
and rant, and rake, and go to the Tubile with the 
beſt of them. / [ Exit, 


S C E N BE, Lurewell's  Hogſe. 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 
Lark: Are you ſure that Vizard had my Letter ? 
Par. Yes, yes, Madam; one of your Ladyſhip's 
Footmen gave it to him in the Park, and he told the 
Bearer, with all Tranſports of Joy, that he wou'd 
be punctual to a Minute. 
Lure. Thus moſt Villains ſome time or other are 
punctual to their Ruin, and Hypocriſy, by impo- 
ling on the World, at laſt deceives itſelf. Are all 
things prepar'd for hjs Reception ? 
Par. ExaQly to your Ladyſhip's Order ; the Aldet- 
man too is juſt come, dreſs'd and cook'd' up for Ini- 
1 
. ; 4a "Then he has got Woman' s Cloaths'on ? 
Pave, Yes, Madam, and has paſs'd upon. the Pamily 
for your Nurſe. 
| Lure. Convey himinto that Cloſet, and put out 
the Candles, and tell him, I'll wait on him-preſently. 
5 Pariy goes to put out the Candles, ſomebody knocks. 


a 


| Lur to 
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Lure. This muſt be ſome Clown without Manners» 
or a Gentleman above Ceremony. Who's. there 2. 


a  Witllair fings. CE ok 
Thus Damon tnect'd at Celia's Door, 6 wie, 
He' fighd, and begg'd, and Wepts and Froore, 49] 
T he Sign was Jo, | 
[Knocks.] - 
She anſwer'd, No. 
[Knocks thrice. ] 
> Wh no, no, 
| 5 he fighd, again he pray'd, 
| Damon, xo, { am afraid: 
Confider, Damon, Pm a Maid. 
__ Confider, 
No, 
Pm a Maid, 
| No, | 
At laſt his Sie b; and Tears made iy, 
She roſe, and + th turr'd the Key: 
' Come in, ſaid ſhe, but ao not ſtay. 
| T may conclude 
You will be rude, 
But if you are, you may. FLitch 
þ _ Enters, I [Exit Par] Ye 


Lure. 'Tis too early for Serenading, Sir Harry. 
Wild. Whereſoeyver Love is, there Muſick is pro- 
per, there's an harmonious Conſent in their Natures, 
and when rightly join'd, they make up the Chorus of 
Earthly Happineſs. 


Lure. But, Sir Harry, what Tempeſt drives you 
here at this Hour ? 


Wild, No Tempeſt, Madam, but as fair Weather 
as ever entic'd a Citizen's Wife to cuckold her Hut: 
band in freſh Air, Love, Madam, 

Wild. raking her by the Hand. 

Lure, As pure and white as Angels ſoft Deſires. © *. 

Wild. Fiorce, as when ripe conſenting Beauty fires. 


x M3 -. © : Crs. 
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Lure. O Villain ! What Privilege has Men to gur 
Deſtruction, that thus they hunt our Ruin ?'. [ 4 {rae.}, 
If this be a Love Token, [Wild. drops a Ring, ſhe 
zakes it up.)] your Miſtreſſes Favours hang very looſe 
 abont you, Sir. 

/Yild. 1 can't juſtly, Madam, pay your 'Tronble of 
taking it up by any Thing, but defiring you to wear it, 

Lure. You Gentlemen have the cunningeſt Ways of 
playing the Foo), and are fo indulirtous in'your Pro- 
fuſeneis. Speak ſerioully, am | beholding to Chance 
_ of Deſign for this Ring ? 

I/i1d. To Deſign, upon'my Honour. And I hope. 
my Deſign will ſucceed.  [Afiae. 


Lure. And phat Pall I give you ; for Jach a fine Thing ?. 
Wild, Touw'l! give me another, you'll give me another 


fine Thing. | [Both fog, 


Lure. Shall I be free with you, Sir. Harry? 

7 ild. With all my Heart, Madam, ſo Lmay be free 
with you. 

Lure, Then plainly, Sir, I ſhall beg the Favour to 
fee you ſome other "Time ; for at this very Minute { 
nave two Lovers in the Houle. 

I/ild. Then to be as plain, I muſt be gone this 
Minate, for I muſt ſee another ehrnls” 1 an theſe 
two Hours, 

Lure. Frank and free. 

Hild. As you with me——— Madam, your molt 
humble Servant. [ Exit, 

Lure. Nothing can diſturb his Humour, Now for 
my Merchant and Yizarg. 

[Exit and takes the Candles with her, 


Jowr Parly, leading in Smuggler, dre//d in Woman's 
Cloat 
Par. This Way, Mr. Alderman. 
Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly, —— I'm oblig'd to you for 


this Trouble, here are a Couple of Shill;ogs for you. 
Times are hard, very hangs, indeed,. but next T' 4 
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Tl teal a. Pair of Silk Stockings from my Wife, and 


bring them to. you What are you funbng 
about my Pockets "a PRA eds 
Par. Only ſetting the Pleats of your Gown; here, 


Sir, get into this Cloſet, and my Lady will wait on you 
preſently. 


[Tas him into the Chaſe, runs ane; and returns 
with Vizard, 
Fiz. Where would'ſt thou lead me, my dear auſpi- 


| cious little Pilot? 


Par. You're almoſt in Port, Sir, my Lady's in the 
Cloſet, and will come out to you immediately. 

Viz, Let me thank thee as i ought. [ Arfſes ber. 

Par, Pſhaw, who has hir'd me beſt; a Couple of 
Shillings or a Couple of Kiſles ? | 
| Fiz, Propitious Darkneſs guides the Lovers Steps, 
and Night that ſhadows outward Senſe, lights up our 
imward Joy. Night! The great awful Ruler of Man- 
kind, which, like the Per/ran Monarch hides its Roy- 
alty to raiſe the Veneration of the World. Under thy - 
ealy Reign Difſſemblers may ſpeak Truth ; all flaviſh, 
Forms and Ceremonies laid aſide, and generous Villany 
may a& without Conſtraint. 


Smug. | Peeping out of the Cl/et.] Blefs.me ! What 
Voice 1s this ? 

Viz. Our hungry Appetites, like the wild Beaſts of 
Prey, now ſcour about, to gorge their craving Mawsz 
the Pleaſure of Hypocriſy, like a chain'd Lion, once 
broke looſe, wildly indulges its new Freedom, ranging 
through all unbounded Joys. 

_ "Smug, My Nephew's Voice, and certainly poſſeſs'd 
with an Evil Spirit ; he talks as prophanely, as an AC- 
tor poſſeſs'd with a Poet. 

Viz. Ha! I hear a Voice. Madam, — my Life, 
my Happineſs, where are you, Madam? 

Smug. Madam ! He takes me for a Woman too, Pit 
try him. RTE have you left your? Cc Kr: 


Fizard, 


_ RT Ton Fiz, 
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Fiz. Talk:;no more of. that ungrateful Subjet——. 
L left it where it has only Buſineſs, with Day-light; 

?tis needleſs to wear a Maſk in the dark. — 

_ Smug, O. the Rogue, the Rogue ;——'The World 
tzkes you for a very ſober, virtuous Gentleman, _ 
PFs. Ay, Madam, that adds Security, to all-my 
Pleaſure—— with we a Cully-'Squire may ſquander his 
Eiate, and ne'er be thought a Spend-thrift ———— 
With me a holy Elder may zealouſly be drunk, and 
_ toaſt his tuneful Noiſe in Sack, to make it hold forth 
cicarer—— But what 15 moſt my Praie, the formal Ri- 
-id ſhe, that rails at Vice and Men, with me ſecures 
- looſeſt Fle.ſures, and her ſtricteſt Honourm—— 
the who with fcornful Mien, and virtuous Pride, dil- 
Gains the Name of Whore, with me can wanton, and 

laugh at the deluded World. | 
- Srug, How have I been deceived! Then you are 
very great among the Ladies. war 

_ Viz.. Yes, Madam, they know that like a Mole in 

the Earth, I dig deep, but inviſible ; not Ike thoſe 
fluttering noyv Sinrers, whoſe Pleaſure 1s the Pro- 

_cJamation of their Fanlts; thoſe empty Flaſhes, who 
no ſooner kindle, but they muſt blaze to alarm the 
World, But come, Madam, you delay our Plea- 
ſares. | | | | | 
 Smug, He ſurely takes me for the Lady Lwreavell— 

ſhe has made him an Appointment too —but I'll be re- 
veng'd of both— - Well, Sir, what are thoſe you are 
ſo intimate with ? TÞ { 
Vis, Come, come, Macam, you know very well— 
thoſe who ftand. ſo high, that the Vulgar envy even 
their Crimes, whoſe Figure adds Privilege to their v1, 
and makes it paſs unqueſtion'd : fair, high, pamper'd 

Females, whoſe {peaking Eyes, and piercing Voice, 
would arm the Statue of a Szoic&, and animate his cold 
Marble with the Soul of an Epicure, all raviſhing, love- 

ly, and ſoft, and kind, like you 
Smig. Tm, very lovely and ſoft indeed ! yoy ſha 
hnd me mueh harder than you imagine, a” > 

| e 
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Well, Sir, but'T fappoſe 'your Difimdulation has | ſome 
other Motive befides Pleaſure? * 

Viz, Yes, Madam," 'the” honeſteſt Motive ' in the 

| __ World,” Intereſt——you' muſt know, Madam, that [ 
have anold Unele, Alderman Smuggler, you have ſeen 

him; I ſuppoſe. | 

 Smng.. Yes," yes, T have fome fraall Acqualatance 
with him. 

Vie. 'Tis the moſt knaviſh, preciſe, covetous old 
Rogue, that-ever died of the Gout. | 

Smug. Al! The young, Son of a Whore ! Well, Sir, 
and what of him? _ : 

Fiz; Hell hungers not more for wretthiel Souls, 
tharthe for ill-got Pelf and yet (what's wonder- 
ful) he that would ftick at no profitable Villany him- 
ſelf, loves Holineſs in another ——he prays all Sun- 
day for the Sins of the Week paſt——he ſpends all 
Dinner-time in two tedious Graces; and what he de- 
ſigns a Blefling to the Meat, proves a Curſe to his Fa- 
mil he's the moſt- 

Su mug, Well, well, Sir, I know him very well. 

Viz. Then, Madam, he has a ſwinging Eftate, 
which F deſign to purchaſe as a Saint, and ſpend like a 
Gentleman. He pot it by Cheating, and ſhould loſe 
it by Deceit, By the Pretence of my Zeaf and So- 
briety, PII cozen the old Miſer one of theſe Days, out 
of a Settlement and Deed of Conveyance | 

Smug. It ſhall be a Deed to convey you 'to the Gal. 
lows, then, ye young Dog. [Afe. 

Viz, And no ſooner he's dead, but 11! rattle over his 
Grave with # Coach and Six, to inform his covetous 
Ghoſt 'kow 'genteely I ſpend his Money. 

Sug. PI. prevent you, Boy, for Pll have my Mo- 
ney bury'd with me.  [4fae. 

Viz: Bleſs me, Madam ! Here's a Light coming 
this Way, T muſt fly immediately, when hall 1 7-0 
you, Madam? 

Sug. Sooner than you expeR,. my Dear:. 


Ms WR 
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Viz. Pardon me, dear Madam, I would not be ſeen 
for the World. I wow'd ſooner forfeit my Life, nay 


my Pleaſure, than my Reputation. (Exit, 
Smug. Reputation !: Reputation ! 'That poor Word 
ſuffers a great deal— Well thou art the moſt ac-. 


compliſh'd Hypocrite that ever made a grave plodding. 
Face over a Diſh of Coffee and a Pipe of Tobeccd; he. 
owes me for ſeven Years Maintenance, and ſhall pa 

me by ſeven Years Imprifonment ; and when I die, Pl 
Jeave him to the Fee-ſimple of a Rope and a Shilling, 
Who are theſe? I begin to be afraid of ſome Mil- 
Chief———T wiſh that I were ſafe within the City 
Eiberties——1T'1l hide myſelf. 5 | 


[Stands cloſe, 


Enter Butler, with other Servants and Lights. 

Bat. I ſay there are two Spoons wanting, and Tl 
ſearch the whole Houſe— Two Spoons will be no- 
ſmall Gap in my Quarter's Wages. 

Serv. When did you miſs *em, James ?2£ 

But, Miſs them! Why I miſs them now ! in ſhort 
they muſt be among you, and if you don't return them, 

I'll go to the Cunning-man 'To-morrow Morning ; my 
| Spoons I want, and my Spoons I will have. | 

Serv. Came, come, ſearch about, 

Mee: [ Search and diſcover Smuggler. 
_ But. Hark'e, good Woman, what makes you hide 
yourſelf ? What are you aſham'd of ? 
 * Smug. Aſham'd of ! O Lord, Sir, I'm an honeſt old: 
Woman that never was aſham'd of any Thing. 

But. What are you, a Midwife then? Speak, did 
not you ſee a Couple of ftray Spoons in your Travels ? 

Smug. Stray Spoons !- | | 

But. Ay, ay, ftray Spoons ;- in ſhort you ſtole them, 
and I'll ſhake your old Limbs to Pieces, if you don't. 
deliver them preſently. Ow 

Smug, Bleſs me; areverend Elder of ſeventy Years 
ald accus'd for Petty Larceny ! Why ſearch me, 
good People, ſearch me; and if you find any Spoons | 
abQut me, you ſhall burn me for a Witch. 4 
FP | ' Lats 
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But. T7 we will ſearch you, Miſtreſs. . _. 
the [They ſearch and pull the Spoons out of his Pocket. 

Smug. Oh! the Devil, the Devil! _ 

But. Where, where is he? Lord bleſs us ! ſhe ; is a 
Witch in good Earneſt, may be. _ 

Smug, O, it was ſome Devil, ſome Covent- 7 Hg or 
$t. James's Devil, that put them in my Pocket. 

Bat. Ay, ay, you ſhall be hang'd for a Thief, burnt 
for a Witch, and then carted or a Bawd,. Speak, 
what are you? | 


| Emer Lurewell. | 

Smug. I'm the Lady LurewelPs Nurſe. 

Lure, What Noiſe is this? © ER 

But. Here is an old Succubus, Madam, that has 
ſole two Silver Spoons, and ſays ſhe's your Nurſe. 

Lure. My Nurſe! O the impudent old Jade, I ne- 
ver ſaw the wither'd Creature before. 
 Smug. Then Pm finely caught. O Madam! Ma- 
dam, don't you know me ? don't you remember Buſs 
and Guinea ? 
| Lure. Was ever ſuch Impudence? 1 know thee! 

| why thou'rt as brazen as a Bawd in the Side-box. —— 

Take her before a Juſtice, and then to Newgate, 
away. 

Smug. O ! conſider, Madam, that I'm an Alder- 
man. 

Lure, Conſider, Sir, that you're a Compound of 
Covetouſneſs, Hypocriſy 447 Knavery, and muſt be 

puniſh'd accordingly You muſt be in Petticoats, 
 gouty Monſter, muſt ye! You mult Buſs and Guinea.+ 
too; you mult tempt a gs Honour, old Satyr, 
away with him. [Hurry him off. 


| Still may our Sex thus Frauds of Men oppoſe, 
Still may our Arts delude theſe tempting Foes, 
May Honour rale, and never fall betray'd,. 
But. Vice be caught in Nets far Virtue laid... 


The. End'of the Fourth A.C T.. 
M. 6- ACT. 
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1a) nat c TV. 
S Cc E N E, Lady Darling! s ſe 


Darliog and Angelica, 


ans Jr's os ſince you have to deal with a 
Man of ſo peculiar a Temper, you muſt 
not think the general Arts of Love can ſecure him; 
you - may therefore allow ſuch a Courtier ſome En- 
couragement extraordinary,. without Reproach to your 
Modeſty. 

Angel, 1 am ſenſible, Madam, that a formal Nicety 
makes our Modeſty fit aukward, and appears rather 
a Chain to enſlave, than Bracelet to adarn us ; ; 
it ſhould ſhew, when unmoleſted, _ealy and innocent 
as a Dove, but ſtrong: and vigorous as a Faulcon, when 
aſlaulted. 

Darl. I'm afraid, Daughter, you miſtake Sir Harry's 
Gaiety for Diſhonour. _ 

Aug. Tho? Modeſty, . Madam, may wink, it muſt 
not ſleep, when powerful Enemies are abroad 
I muſt confeſs, that of ali-Men's, I wou'd not ſec Sir 
Harry Wildair's Faults; nay, I cou'd wreſt his mo? 
ſaſpicious Words a.thouſand Ways, to make them look 
like Honour ———— But, Madam, in $ pight of 
Love, 1 muſt hate him, and curſe thoſe Praftices which 
_ taint our Nobility, and rob al virtuous Women of the 
braveſt Men.— 4 
\ Darl. You muſt certainly miſtaken, Argelica, for. 
I'm fatisfy'd Sir Harry's Deſigns are only to court, and 

marry you. 

Ang. His Pretence, perhaps, was ſuch ; but Wo- 
men now, like Enemies, are attack'd ; Sheer by 
treachery, or fairty conquer'd, the Glory of the 'Tri- 
amph 1s the ſame Pray, Madam, by what Means 
were you made acquainted with his Deſigns? _ 


Darl: 
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Darl. Means, Child! why, my Couſin Yizard, 
who, I'm ſure, is your fincere Friend, ſent him. He 
brought me this Letter from my Couſin. 

| [ Gives her the Letter, ewhich fbe opens, 

Ang. Ha! Vizard! then Pm abus'd in Earneſt. —- 
Wou'd Sir Harry, by his Inſtigation, fix a baſe AF- 
front upon me ? No, I can't ſuſpe& him of ſo ungen- 
tee] a Crime This Letter ſhall trace the "Truth 
[ fide] My. Suſpicions, Madam, are: much 
clear'd ; and 1 hope to ſatify. your Ladyſhip in my 
Management, when next I ſee Sir Harry, 


Enter Servant, 


Serv. Madam, here's a Gentleman below calls bim- 
ſelf Wildarr. 
 Derl. Condu@him up. Danghter, I won't doubz 
your Diſcretion, | [Exit a: 


Enter Wildair 


Wild. O, the Delights of Love and Heb pie 
Madam, I have toaſted your Ladyſhip fifteen Bumpers 
ſucceſſively, and ſwallow'd Cupids like Loches to every: 
Glaſs, 

Ano, And what then, Sir ? | 

Wild. Why then, Madam, the Wine has got inta' 
my Head, and the Cxpids into my Heart ; and, unleſs 
by quenching quick my Flame, you kindly caſe the 
gmnart, Pm a loſt Man, Madam. - | 

Aug. Drunkennefs, Sir Harry, is the work Pretence, 
a Gentleman can make for Rudeneſs ; for the Excuſe, 
is as ſcandalous as the Fault. -—— Therefore, 
pray conſider who you are ſo free with, Sir: a Wo- 
man of Condition, that can call half a Dazen Footmen. 
upon Occaſion. 

Wild. Nay, Madam, if 'you was Mind to'tofs me 
In a Vlanket, half a Dozen Chamber-maids would da 
better Service. Come, come, Madam, tho” the 
Wine makes me wb, yet it has taught me to ſpeak 

plainer, 
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plainer. . By all the Duſt of my ancient Progenitors, [ 
muſt this Night reſt in your Arms. 

Ang. Nay then, who waits there ; [| Enter- Footer, 
Take hold of that Mad-man, and bind him. 

Wild. Nay, then Burgunay's the Word, Slaughter 
will enſue. Hold, do you know, Scoundrels, 


giat I have been drinking vittorious Burgundy ? 
DST [ Draws, 


Servants. We know you're drunk, Sir. 

Wild. Then how have you tie Impudence, Raf. 
eals, to aſſault a Gentleman with a Couple of Flaſks of 
Courage in his Head? 

Servants. We muſt do as our young Miſtreſs com- 
mands us, 


Wild. Nay, then have among ye, Dogs... 


[Throws Money among them :. They ſcramble and 


take it up. He pelting them out, ſhuts the Door, 
and returns. 
Raſcals, Poltrons, — 
and now the Fruit's my own. 
Ang. O, the mercenary Wretches ! "This was a Plot 
to betray me. 
71d. T have put the whole Army to Flight : And 
now Þ 11 take the General Priſoner. | Laying hold on her, 
Ang. 1 conjure you, Sir, by the facred Name of 
_ Honour, by your dead Father's Name, and the fair 
Reputation of your Mother's Chaſtity, that you offer 
not the leaſt Offence——Already you have wrong'd. 
me paſt Redreſs. 
Wild. Thou art the moſt unaccountable Creature. 
Ang. What Madneſs, Sir Harry ! what wild Dream 
of looſe Defire cou'd prompt you to attempt this Bale- 
neſs? View me well.——— I 'The Brightneſs of my. 
Mind, methinks, ſhould lighten KedGra. and let you 
ſee your Miſtake in my Behaviour, I think it ſhines: 
with ſo much Innocence in mv Face, that it ſhould 
dazzle all your vicious "Thoughts : Think not I am 
defenceleſs *cauſe alone. Your very ſelf is Guard a- 
gainſt yourſelf; I'm. ſure, there's ſomething generous 
i 


I - have caarnvd the Dragon, 


W the Time : 
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in your Soul ; my Words ſhall ſnatch it out, and Eyes. 
| ſhall fire It for my own Defence. 
| Willd. [Mimicking.]: Tal tidum, ti dum, tal ti. did1,, 
didum. A Million to one now, but this Girl is juſt- 
come fluſh from reading the Rival + xaadeins I gad, Y 
Pll at- her-in her own Cant. 

O my Statyra, O my-angry Dear, turn " th Eyes on me,. 
behold thy Beau in Buſkins. 

Ang. Behold me, Sir; view me with a ſober 
Thought, free from thoſe Fumes of Wine that throw a. 
Miſt before your Sight, and you ſhall find that every- 
Glance from. my reproaching Eyes, is arm'd with ſharp. 
Reſentment, and' with a virtuous Pride that looks 
Diſhonour dead. | 

Wild. This is the firſt Whore in Heroicks that I 
have met with ; [ A/ae.] Look ye, Madam, as to that- 
fender Particales of your Virtue,. we ſhan't quarrel ; 
about it ; you may be as virtuous as any Woman in 
8 England, if ao pleaſe ;- you may ſay your Pray'rs all 
But, pray, Madam, be pteas'd to con- 
fider what is this ſame Virtue that you make ſuch a 
mighty Noiſe about : Can your Virtue beſpeak you a 
Front Row in the Boxes? No, for the Players can't 
lve upon Virtue. Can your Virtue keep you a Coach 
and Six? No, no; your Virtuous Women walk a, 
= Foot Can your Virtue hire you a Pew in. 
W the Church ? Why, the very Sexton will tell you, No. 
W Can your Virtue ſtake for you at Picquet? No. 
; Then. what. Buſineſs has a Woman with Virtue? 
: Come, come, Madam, I offer'd you fifty Gui- 
W nceas, ——— — there's a hundred. The Devil | 
W Virtuous ftill !! Why, it is a Hundred, five Score, a 
= Hundred Guineas. 
= Ang. O Indignation! Were-I a Man, you durſt not 
We uſe me thus; but the mean, poor Abuſe you throw on, 
W me, reflets upon yourſelf; our Sex fill firikes an Awe - 
= upon the Brave, and only Cowards dare affront a: 
= Woman. 
= #4. Aﬀeont! $death, Madam, a hundred Gui-. 
Wy acas will ſet yau up a Bank at Baſſet, a hundred Gui- 
4 : E nCcas. 
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eas will. furniſh out your Lodgings with 'China; x 
Hundred 'Guineas wilt-give'you an Air of Quality; ; 
Hundred Guineas will buy you a rich Eſcritore for your 
Billet-deux, or a fine Common-Prayer | Book for your | 
Virtue. A Hundred Guineas will buy a Hundred fie 
Things, and fine 'Things are tor fine Ladies 3: and fine 
| Ladies are for fine Gentlemen ;* and fine Genlcng 
are——I Egad, this Burgundy makes a Man ſpeak like 
an Angel Come, come; Madam, take it, and put i 
it to what Uſe you pleaſe, 

Ang. Vl uſe it as. f would the baſe unvorthy! Gh 
ver ! thus ! 


Throws down the Purſe ny Pampe apo it 

Will T have no Mind to meddle in” State Afﬀairs; 
but theſe Women. will make me a Parliament. Man 
*ſpight of my Tecth,. on purpoſe to bring in a Bill a- 
yainft their Extortion. She tramples' nnder foot that 
Deity which all the World adores. -O the bloom- 
ing Pride of beautifu} Eighteen! Pſhaw, VII talk to 
| her no longer; PII make my Marxets with the old 
Gentlewoman, ſhe knows Buſineſs better. [Goo 
to the Door.) Here, you, Friend, pray defire the old 
Lady to walk in.——Heark'e, Egad, Rn, PII tell 
your Mother. 


Enter Lady Darling. © 

Darl. Well, Sir Harry, and how WAY” lize my 
Daughter, pray? 

Wild, Like her, Madam !. _ Hearkte, will you 
take it ? Why, faith, Madam [——take the Mo 
ney, 1 ſay, or, egad, all's out. | 

Ang. All ſhall out; Sir, you're. a) Scandal wil 
Name of Gentleman. _ 

Wild. With all my Heart, Madam nada ſhort, 
Madam, your Daughter has us'd me ſomewhat too 
familiarly, tho' I have treated her like | a ITY " 
Quality, 
 Darl. How, Sie: 

Wild. Why, Madam, I have offer'd her « Hardee 
Guineas. 

| Darl. A Hundred Guineas ! upon what. Seore - ( 

[18s 
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Wild. Upon what*Score !. Lord, Lord,: how theſe 

o!d Women love to hear Bawdy. Why, faith. Ma- 

dam, I have-ne'er a double Entenare —_— at. pre- 
ſent, but FU Ging you a Song. 


Behold tbe Goldfinches, tall al 4+ aud, 

And a Man of my Inches, tall al de rall, | 
- Zou fall take um, believe me, tall al de rall, 
If you will give me your—tail al de rall. 


A modiſh Minuet, Madam, that's all. 

Darl. Sir, 1 don't underſtand you, 

Wild.” Ay, ſhe will have it im plain terms; ak 
Madam, in downright Englifh, I offer'd your Daugh- 
ter a hundred Guineas, to 

Zng. Hold, Sir, ſtop yous abuſive Tongue; too looſe 
| for modeſt Ears to hear. Madam, I did before 
ſaſpe&t that his Deſigns were baſe, now they're too 
plain; this Knight, this mighty Man of Wit and Hu- 
' mour, 1s made a 'ool to a Krave: Yizard has ſent 
him of a Bully's Errand to affront a Woman ; but 1 
{cora the Abuſe, and him that offer'd it. | 

Darl: How, Sir, come to affront us ! 90 know 
who we are, Sir ? | 

Wild. Know who you ae! Why, your Daughter 
there, is Mr. F:zard's—Coufin, I ſuppoſe :—And ſor 
you, Madam now to call her Procureſs Alamode 

de France. | Afide.] Feftime votre Refer Hep 1 TIER 
|  Darl. Pray, Sir, ſpeak Engiih. 

Wild. Then to define her Office, Alamode de FEY 
ares! | Afede.] I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip to be one of 
thoſe civil, obliging,, diſcreet, old Gentlewomen, 
who keep their viſiting Days for the Entertainment 
of their preſenting Friends, whom they treat with 
Imperial 'T'ea, a private Room, and a Pack of Cards. 
Now I ſuppoſe you do underſtand me. 

Darl. "This is beyond ſufferance ! but ſay, thou -_ 


= buſive Man, what Injury have. you ever receiv'd 


from me, or mine, thus tq engage you i in ty fcan- 
dalous Aſperſion & | | 


ings 
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Ang. Yes, Sir, what Cauſe, what Motives couf 
induce you thus to debaſe yourſelf below your Rank? 

Hild. Hey day, Now dear Roxana, and you my 
fair Statyra, be not ſo very Heroick in your Styles; 
Vizard's Letter may reſolve you, and anſwer all the 
1mpertinent Queſtions you have made me. 

Both Women. We appeal to that, 

Wild. And Þ'll ſtand to't; he read it to me, and 


the Contents were pretty plain, I thought. 


Ang. Here, Sir, peruſe it, and ſee how much we 
are injur'd, and you deceiv'd. 

Wild, [Opening the Letter.) But hold, Madam, [To 
Darling.) beiore I read I'll make ſome Condition: 
—— Mr. YVizard ſays here, that I won't ſcruple 30 or 
40 Pieces. Now, Madam, if you have clapt in ano- 
ther Cypher to the Account and made it 3 or 4 
hundred, egad I will not ſtand to't. 

Ang. Now I can't tell whether Diſdain or Anger 


be the moſt juſt Reſentment for this Injury. 


Darl. The Letter, Sir, ſhall anſwer you. 
| Wild. Well then [| Reads.] | 
Out of - my earneſt Inclination to ſerve your Lady: 
| ſhip, and my Couſin Angelica, Ay, ay, the 
very Words, I can fay it by Heart——1 haze 
ſent Sir Harry Wildair——t9— What 
the Devil's this ? Sent Sir Harry Wildair t« 
court my Couſin !————>— He read to me 
quite a different thing.——He's a Gentleman 
of great Parts and Fortune— He's a Son of 


2 Whore and a Raſcal—————24zd4 wow'd. 


make your Daughter wery happy (Whiſtles) im 
a Huſband. (Locks Fooliſh, and hums a Song.) 
. Oh, poor Sir Harry, what have the angry 
Stars deſign'd ? me 
Ang. Now, Sir, I hope you need no Inſtigation 
to redreſs our Wrongs, ſince even the Injury points 
the way. | 
Darl. Think, Sir, that our Blood for many Ge- 
nerations, has run in the pureſt Channel of unſully'd 
Honour, 


Wil. 


| il <- | 
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| Wild. Ay, Madam. [ Bowes to her. 
Ang. Conſider what a tender Flower is Woman's 
W Reputation, which the leaſt Air of foul DetraQtion. 
W blaſts. YO 
= Hd. Yes, Madam. [Bows to fother, 
Darl. Call then to: mind your rude and ſcandalous 
Behaviour, | 


Wild. Right, Madam, | Bonus againe. 
Ang. Remember the baſe Price you offer'd ww 
| xit . 


= YW74. Very truc, Madam 3 was ever Man ſo cate« 

W chiz'd? | 

= Darl. Then think that Yizard, Villain Vizard, 
caus'd all this, yet lives: That's all ; farewelL _ 

Wild. Stay, Madam, (To Darling) one. Word; is 
there-no other, way to redreſs your Wiengs, but by 
fighting ? . | $114 14 98 

: Dari; Only-one, Sir, which if you can think of, 
; = may do; you know the Bulinets I-entertain'd yoy 
Or. , : 

Wild. T underſtand you, Madam. [Exit Darling.] 
Here am I brought to. a very pretty Dilemma, I muſt 
commit Murder, . or commit Matrimony ;. which is. 
beſt now ? A Licenſe from Doors Commons, or a 

| dentence from-the Old Baily ? If I kill my Man, the. 
Law hangs me: If I marry my Woman, I ſhall hang 
mylelf.—But, Dam it, - Cowards dare fight 5 VII 
marry, that's the | moſt daring Action of the two : So. 
my dear Couſin Angelica, have at you, 


SCENE Newgate. Clincher ſenior /olus. 


Clin, How ſevere and melancholy are Newgate Re- 
fleftions ? Laſt Week my Father died; yeſterday I 
turn'd Beau; to Day I am laid by the Heels, and: . 
to. morrow ſhall be hung by the Neck——I was 
agreeing with a-Bookſeller about printing an Account: 
of my- journey through France and Hal; but now 
the Hiſtory of my Travels muſt be thro' He/bourn to Ty- 
burn, —The laſt and dying Speech of Beau Clincher, that 
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Tvas going to the Jubilee. Come a Halfpenny a-pites 
Aſad found, a fad found, faith. "Tis one way to 


have a Man's Death make a great Noiſe in the 
bard 


Tres Smuggler ad Gaoler. 
Smug. Well, \Friend, I have told you who I am: 
So ſend theſe Letters into Thames-Street, as directed; 
they are to Gentlemen that will bail me. [Exit Gaeler. 
Eh! this Newgate is a very populous Place; Here's 
Robbery and Repentance in every Corner. 
Well, Friend, what are you? a Cut-throat, or a Bum- 
Bailiff ? 
Clin. What are you, Miſtreſs ? a' \Bawd or a a Witch? 
Heark'e, if you are a Witch, d'ye ſee, Pl give you 
a hundred Pounds to mount me on a Broom-ttaff, and 
whip me away to the 7u6/ee. 
Smug. The Fubilee! O, you young Rake-hel, 
what brought you here? 
Cliz. Ah, you old Rogue, what brought you here, 
if you go to that? + 
Smug. I knew, Sir, what your powdering: your 
prinking, your Gancmgs-'« and your iifeing, wore 
come to. 
Clin, And I knew what your Covrniag, your Ex- 
tortion, and your Smuggling wou'd come to. 
| Smug. Ay, Sir, you mutt break your Indentures, 
_ and run to the Devil in a full Bottom Wig, muſt 
you ? 
Clin. Ay, Sir, and you moſt put off your Gravity, 
and run to the Devil in Petticoats : You deſign 
to ſwing in Maſquerade, Maſter, d'ye ? | 
Smug. Ay, you muſt go to the Plays too, Sirrah : Lord, 
Lord ! What Buſineſs has a Prentice at a Play-houſe, 
unleſs it be -to hear his Maſter made a Cuckold, and 
his Miſtreſs a Whore? it is ten- to one now, but 
ſome malicious Poet has my Character upon the 
Stage within this Month: "Tis a hard matter now, 
that an honeſt ſober Man can't fin in private for this 
plaguy Stage, I gave an honeſt Gentleman five Gur 
new 
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neas-myſelf towards writing a Book againſt 1 it: And 
' it has done no good, we ſee. 

Clin, Well, well; Maſter, take Courage ! our Com- 
fort is, we have liv'd* together, and - ſhall die toge- 
ther, only with this difference, that I have livd like 
a Fool, and ſhall die like a Knave; and you have 
livd like a' Knave, and ſhall die like a Fool. 

Smug: No, Sirrah ! I have ſent a Meſſenger for my 
Cloaths, and ſhall get ont Ly, and ſhall be 
upon your Jury by and ' by..——Go to Prayers, you 
Rogue, to Prayers. [ Exit. Smug, 

Cha. Prayers! it is a Hard-taking when a Man. 
muſt ſay Grace to the Gallows.- Ah, this curſed 
Intriguing ! Had I ſwung handfomely in a filken Gar-, 
| ter now, I had died in my Duty; but to hang i in. 
Hemp, like the Vulgar, it 1s very gray 


1k - Enter Tom Errand. 

A ew tay a Reprieve ! thou dear, dear, 
damn'd Rogne, Where have you been ? Thou art 
the moſt welcome- Son of a Whore , where's 
my Cloaths ! © 
: os Sir, I ſee where mine are : Come, Sir, frip, 
ir, ſtr 

Clin. "What, Sir, will you abuſe a Gentleman? __ 

Err. A Gentleman ! Ha, ha, ha! d'ye know where 
you are;” Sir ?: We're all Gentlemen here mage. ] 
ſtand'up-for Liberty and Property.- Newegate's a 
Commonwealth. yo Courtier has Buſineſs among 
us ; come, | Sir, * 

Chis, Well but hay: ſtay, till I ſend for my own | 
| Cloaths; I ſhall get out preſently. | 

Err. No; no, Sir! Pl ha' you into the Dungeon, 
and uncaſe you. 

Clin, Sir, you can can't maſter me ; for I'm twenty _ 
nad bong. 1 Th. Phnnns SOR | 


SCENE, 
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SCENE, Changes to Lady Darling's Houſe, | 


Emer Wildajr woith Letters, Serwants following. 

WW ild. Here, fly all around, and bear 'theſe as & 
reed ; you to Weſtminſter, —— you *o St. Fam 
and you into the City..—Tell all 'my Friends, 4 
Bridegroom's Joy invites their Preſence. Look il 
of ye like Bridegrooms alfo : All appear with hoſps 
table Looks, and bear'a Welcome in your Faces, — 
Tell 'em Pm marry'd. If any aſk to 'whom, make 
no Reply; but tell *em that Pm marry'd, that ſo 
ſhall crown the Day, and Love the Night. Be gong, 


I 
| Enter Standard. 

A thouſand Welcomes, Friend ; my Pleaſure's now 
complete, ſince I can ſhare it with my Friend : Brik 
Joy ſhall bound from me to you. 'Then back agen: 
and, like the Sun, grow warmer by RefleQtion. 
Stand. You're always pleaſant, Sir Harry ; but thi 
tranſcends yourſelf: Whence proceeds it ? 

Wild. Canſt thou not gueſs, my Friend ? Whence 
flows all Earthly Joy ? What is the Life of Man, 
and Soul of Pleaſure ?—Woman—— What fit 
the Heart with Tranſport, and the Soul with Rap- 
tures ? Lovely Woman——— What is the Maſter-ſtroke 
and Smile of the Creation, but charming wirtuw 
Woman ? —When Nature in the general Comps 
fition, firſt brought Woman forth, like a fluſh'd Poet, 
raviſh'd with his Fancy, with Ecſtaſy, it bleft thei C 
fair ProduQtion !==—-Methinks, my Friend, you relil 
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not my Joy. What 1s the Cauſe? ha 
Stand. Canſt thou not gueſs .——What is the Bane 

of Man, and Scourge of Life, but J}oman ?— 

What is the Heatheniſh Idol Man ſets up, and i I 


damn'd for worſhipping, Treacherous Woman f=—— 
| What are thoſe, whoſe Eyes, like Baſiliſks, fun | 
beautiful for ſure Deſtruftion, whoſe Smiles are dai _. 
gerous as the Grin of Fiends, but /al/e deluding WI Nis 
man ?—=Woman! whoſe Compoſition inverts w Do 
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manity ; their Bodies heavenly 3 but their Souls are 
Clay. ' | RS ERS 
Will. Come, come, Colonel, this is too much : 
I] know your Wrongs receiv'd from Lurewell may 
excuſe your Reſentments againſt her, But it is un- 
pardonable to charge the Failings. of a fingle Woman 
upon the whole Sex, ———[ have found one, whoſe 
Virtues 72 | | 
Stand. So have I, Sir Harry; I have found one 
whoſe Pride's above yielding to a Prince. And if 
_ Lying, Difſembling, Perjury and Falſhood, be no 
Breaches in a Woman's Honour, ſhe's as innocent as 
Infancy. _ | us 
Wild. Well, Colonel, I find your Opinion grows 
fironger by Oppoſition ; I ſhall now therefore wave the 
Argument, and only beg you for this Day to make a 
Shew of Complaiſance at leatt. Here comes my 
charming Bride, 4 


- 


Enter Darling and Angelica. 
Stand, [Saluting Angelica. ] I with you, Madam, all | 
the Joys of Love and Fortune. | 


Enter Clincher junior. 

Clin, Gentlemen and Ladies, I'm juſt upon the 
Spur, and have only 'a Minute to take my Leave. 

Wild. Whither are you bound, Sir ? | 

.Clizx. Bound, Sir! Pm going to the Jubilee, Sir. 

Darl. Bleſs me, Couſin! how came you by theſe 
Cloaths ? | 

Clin, Cloaths ! ha, ha, ha! the rareft Jeſt ! Ha, ha, 

' ha! I ſhall burſt, by Fupiter Ammon, 1 ſhall burſt! | 

Darl. What's the matter, Couſin ? 

Clin, The matter ! Ha, ha, ha! Why, an honeſt 
Porter, ha, ha, ha! has knock'd out my Brother's 
Brains, ha, ha, ha ! Rt | 

Wild. A very good Jeſt, i'faith, ha, ha, ha! 

Clin. Ay, Sir, but the Jeſt of all is, he knock'd out 
8 fis Brains with a Hammer, and ſo he is as dead as a 
þ Door-nail, ha, ha, ha! | wh 


- _ 
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fome Hours ago. 


dam, I'm a Wit; I can rake now. 


You will go to the Zubilee, will you ? 


Life! 


Darl. And do you laugh, Wretch ? 

Clin. Langh ! ha, ha, ha! let me ſee &er a younger 
Brother in England that won't laugh at ſuch a Jeſt, 
Ang. You appear'd a very ſober pious Gentleman 


. Chan. Pſhaw, I was a Fool then : But now, Ma- 
| As tor your 
Part, Madam, you might have had me once !-—- 
But now, Madam, if you ſhould fall to eating 
Chalk, or gnawing the Sheets, it is none of my Fault, 
-Now, Madam 1 have got an Eſtate, and [ 
muſt go to the Jubilee. 


| Enter Clincher ſenior ix: a Blanket. 

Clin. ſen. Muſt you ſo, Rogue, mult ye ? 

Clin. ſen. A Ghoſt, a Ghoſt !l———Send for the 
Dean and Chapter preſently. | | | 

Clin. /en. A Ghoſt! No, no, Sirrah, I'm an elder 
Brother, Rogue. as | 

Clia. jun. I don't care a Farthing for that ; I'm ure 
you're dead in Law.  _ 

Clin, ſen. Why ſo, Sirrah, why ſo? 

Clin. jun. Becauſe, Sir, I can get a Fellow to ſwear 
he knock'd out your Brains. | 

Wild. An odd Way of ſwearing a Man out of his 


ntlemen, he has a dead! 
Scent about him.— 0 

Clin. ſen. Truly the Apprehenfions of Death may 
have made me favour a little-— O Lord, the 
Colonel ! The Apprehenſion of him may make the 5 
vour worſe, I'm afraid. 

Clin. jun. In ſhort, Sir, were you a Ghoſt, or Bro- 
ther, or Devil, I will go to the Fubilee, by Fuite 
Ammon. : 

Stand. Go to the Fubilee, go the Bear-Garin 
the Travel of ſuch Fools as you, doubly injure 
our Country ; you expoſe our Native Follies, whid 


ridicule us among Strangers, and return fraught on 
Fes Wl 


_ Clin. jun, Smell him, Ge 


— 
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with their Vices, which you vend here for faſhiona- 
ble Gallantry.; a travelling Fool is as dangerous as a 
home bred Villain—Get you to'your native Plough 
and Cart, converſe with Animals like yourſelves, 
Sheep and Oxen; Men are Creatures you don't un- 
Wild. Let %em alone, Colonel, their Folly will be 
now diverting, Come, Gentlemen, we'll diſpute 
this Point ſome other time; I hear ſome Fiddle 
tuning, let's hear how they can entertain us. —* 


A Servant enters and whiſpers Wildair, 


Wild. Madam, ſhall I beg you to entertain the 
Company in the next Room for'a Moment : 
Ee: | [To Darling. 
Darl. With all my Heart—Come, Gentlemen. 
Te Fn ER [Exeunt ofines but Wildair. 
Wild. A Lady to enquire for me ! Who can this be? 


| Enter Lurewell. 

O! Madam, this Favour 'is beyond my ExpeQta- 
tion, to come uninvited to dance at my Wedding— 
What d'ye gaze at, Madam? ©  * © 
Lure, A monſter—if thou'rt marry'd, thou'rt the 
| moſt perjur'd Wretch that &'er avouch'd Deceit. 

Wild. Hey dey! Why, Madam, I'm ſure I never 
ſwore to marry you: 1 made indeed a flight Promiſe, 
upon Condition of your granting me a ſmall Favour, 
but you would not conſent you know. To 

Lure, How he upbraids me with my Shame. _— 
Can you deny your binding Vows when this appears a 
Witneſs *gainfſt your Falſhood.  [Shews a Ring. 
Methinks the Motto of this ſacred Pledge ſhou'd flaſh 
Confuſion in your guilty Face Read, read * here 
the binding Words of love and Honour, Words not 
unknown to your perfidious Tongue, -tho' utter 
or to your treacherous Heart 


Wild. The Woman's ftark' ſtaring mad, that's cer- 
tain, "0" 1 Oe "DP 


; Vor. I. N Lure. 


| 


and this' ſecond worſe. 
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Lure. Was it maliciouſly deſign'd to let me find my 


Miſery when paſt Redreſs; to let me know you, 


+ 4 


only to know you falſe?—— Had not curſed Chance 
ſhew'd me the arpriſng Motto, I had been happy— 
The firſt Knowledge I had of you was fatal to me, 


Wild. What the Devil is all this! —— Madam, I'm 


not at leiſure for Raillery at preſent, I have weighty 
Aﬀairs upon my Hands; the Buſineſs of Plealure, 


Madam, any other time = =... Tongs 
Lure, Stay, I conjure you ſtay. | | 
Wild, Faith I can't, my Bride expeAts me; but 

hark'e, when the Honey-Moon is over, -about a 

Month or two hence, I may do you a ſmall Favour. 


PHD | [ Exit, 
Lure, Grant me ſome wild Expreſſions, Heavens, 
or I ſhall burſt— Woman's Weakneſs, Man's Fall- 


hood, my own Shame, and Love's  Di{dain, at once 
ſwell up my Bre Words, Words, or I ſhall 
burſt, [ Going, 


OO © Enter Standard. 
| Stand. Stay, Madam, you need not ſhun my Sight; 


for if you are perfet Woman, you have Confidence | 


to outface a Crime, and bear the Charge of Guilt 
without a Bluſh. on ates 9 
Lure, The Charge of Guilt! What? + Making a 
Fool of you? I've don't, and glory in the Act; the 
height of Female Juice were to make you all hang 
or drown; diſſembling to the Prejudice of Men 3s 
Virtue ; and every Look, or Sign, or Smile, or Tear 
that can deceive, 1s meritorious. ne 
Stand, Very pretty Principles truly if there 
be Truth in Woman, ?tis now in thee——— Come, 
Madam, you know that you're diſcovered, and be- 
ing ſenſible you can't eſcape, you wou'd now turn 
to Bay. Oe” 
That Ring, Madam, proclaims you guilty. 
Lure. O Moniltep, Villain, perfidious Villain! Has 
he told you ? BY 
Szand. I'll tell it you, and loudly too, 


Lurt. 
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Lyve. O name it not —yet, ſpeak it out, tis ſo 
juſt a Puniſhment for putting Faith in Man, that I 
will bear it all; and let credulous Maids, that truſt 
their Honour to the Tonpues of Men, thus hear their 
Shame proclaim'd—Speale now, what his buſy Scan- 
dal, and your improving Malice both dare utter. 
Stand. Your Falſhood can't be reach'd by Malice 
' nor by Satyr ; your AQtions are the juſteſt Libel on 
your Fame——your Words, your Looks, your Tears, 
] did believe in ſpite of common Fame. Nay, 
' Yoainſt mine own Eyes, I ſtill maintain'd your Truth. 
I imagin'd Wr:ldair's boaſting of your Favours to be 
the pure Reſult of his own Vanity : At laſt he urg*d 
your taking Preſents of him, as a convincing Proof 
of which you yeſterday from him receiv'd that Ring, 
which Ring, that I might be ſure he gave it, I lent it 
him for that Purpoſe ! | | NO 
Lure, Ha" You lent it him for that Purpoſe! _ 
| Stand, Yes, yes, Madam, I lent him for that Pur- - 
ps no denying it I know it well, for I 
ave worn it long, and defire you now, Madam, to 
reſtore it to the juſt Owner. | . | 
Lure. The juſt Owner! Think, Sir, think but of 
what Importance *'tis to own it; if you have Love 
and Honour in your Soul, *tis then moſt juſtly yours, 
if not, you are a Robber, and have ſtoPn it baſely. 
Stand. Ha!——your Words, like meeting Flints, 
have ſtruck a Light to ſhew me ſomething ſtrange——- 
but tell me inſtantly, is not your real Name Man/y ? 
Lure, Anſwer me firſt, did not you receive this 
Ring about twelve Years ago? | 
Stand, I did. | 
* Lure. And were not you about that time enter- 
tain'd two Nights at the Houſe of Sir Oliver Manly 
In Oxford/hire ? | | 
Stand, I was, I was; [ Runs to her and embraces her. 
The bleſt Remembrance fires my Soul with Tranſ- 


port I know the reſt you are the charm- 
ing She, and I the happy Man, ; 


N 2 _ Lure. 
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Lure, How has blind Fortune [ſtumbled on the 
right! But where have you wander'd fince ?—twas 
cruel to forſake. me. * : 
Stand, The Particulars of my Fortune are tos 
tedious. now : But to diſcharge myſelf from. the Stain 
of Diſhonour, I muſt tell, you, that immediately 
upon my Return to the Univerſity, my elder Bro- 
ther and I quarreld : My Father, to prevent farther 
Miſchief, poſts me away to 'Fravel : I writ to you 
from London, but fear the Letter came not to your 
"Hands. 7 A 
Lure, I never had the leaſt Account of you by Letter 
'or 0therwiſe. | i; kl 
{; Szand, Three Years I liv'd abroad, and atamy re- 
tarn, found you were:gone out of the Kingdom; tho' 
*none.could tell me whither : Mifling you thus, I went 
to Flanders, ſerv'd my King till the Peace commenc'd ; 
'then fortunately . going - on . Board. ' at Amſterdan, 
. one Ship tranſported us both to England. At the 
-\ firſt ſight 1 lov'd, tho” ignorant of. the hidden. Cauſe 
You may remember, Madam, that talk- 
ing once of Marriaye, I told you I was engag'd; to 
your, dear. ſelf I meant. | | 
Lure, Then Men are ftll moſt generous and brave 
and to reward your Truth, an Eftate of Three 
"Thouſand Pounds a Year waits your Acceptance; and 
if I can ſatisfy you in my paſt Condu&, and the Rex 
ſons that engag'd me to deceive all Men, I ſhall ex- 
 peQt the honourable Performance of your Promite, 
and that you will ftay with me in England. 
Stand. Stay ! nor Fame, nor Glory, eer ſhall part 


v 
us more, My Honour can be no where more concerl 
than here. 


Enter Wildair, Angelica, both Clinchers. 
Oh! Sir Harry, Fortune has ated Miracles to Day, 
the Story's ſtrange and tedious, but all amounts to this 
that Woman's Mind is charming as her Ferſon, and 
I am made a Convert t00 to Beauty. 


Wik 
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Wild. T'wanted only this to make my Pleaſure per- 


fet. And now, Madam, we may dance and ling; bonts 
love and kiſs 1 in good EarneR. 


4 Danre "oy After the Danes enter "wm geler. | 


' Sonu; So, Gunter and Ladies, I'm glad to find 
you ſo merry; is my gracious Nephew among ye ? | 
IWild.” Sir, he dares not ſhew his Face among ſuch 


honourable "Company, for your gracious Row 
I —— 


| Sug. What, Sir? Have a care what you fy. 

Wild. A Villain, Sir. 

Smug. With all my Heart——TI! pardor' you the 
beating me for that very Word, And pray, Sir Harry, 
when you ſee him next, tel] him this pray, from me, 
that I have difinherited him, that I will leave im as 
poor as a diſbanded Quarter-maſter. And th:s is the 
poſitive and ſtiff Reſolution of Threeſcore and Ten; an 
Age that ſticks as obftinately to ts Parpoſe, as to the 
old Faſhioa of its Cloak. 

Wild. You ſee, Mad:m, {To Angel.] how indu- 
ſriouſly Fortune has puniſh'd bis Offer ce te you. 

Angel.” T can ſcarcely, Sir, reckon it an Offence, con- 
fidering” the happy Conſequence of it... 

Smug, O ! Sir Hlerey het is as hypocritical ——— _ 

Lure. As yourſelf, !i:. Aldermay. How fares. my 
good old Nurſe, pray Gr? 

'  Smug. O Madam, 1 ſhzil be even with you before 
I part with your Writings and Money, that I have in 
my Hands. 


Stand, A Word with you, Mr. Alderman; do you 
know this Pocket-Book ? 


Smug. O Lord, it contains an Account of all my ſfe- 


cret Practices in 'I' rading. [ Afide.] How came you by 
Ir, Sir ? 


' Sand. Sir Harry here duſted it out of your Pocket, 
at this Lady's Houſe Yeſterday : It contains an Ac- 
count of ſome ſecret Practices in your Merchandi- 
Zing 3 among the ret ” Counterpart of an Apree- 


3 ment 
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ment with a Correſpoadent at Bourdeaux, about tranf. 
poftitipg French Wine in Lay os Ot Firſt return 
Tthiz-Eady- alt her Writings, then I ſhall confider whe. 
ther I ſhall lay your Proceedings before the Parliament 

_ or not, whole Juſtice will never ſuffer your Smugpling | 
t0-go unpuniſh'd. Fad | | 

mug. O my poor Ship and Cargo! | 

Clin, ſen. Hark'e, Maſter, you had as good come 
along with me to the 7ubilee now. 

Angel. Come, Mr. Alderman, for once let a Wo- 
man adviſe : Wou'd you be thought an honeſt Man, 
baniſh Covetouſneſs, that work Gout of Ave ; Avarice 
15 a poor pilfering Quality of the Soul, Foe, will as cer- 
tainly cheat, as a 'I lief wou'd ſteal——Wov'd you 
| be thouzht a Reformer of the Times, be leſs ſevere m 
your Cenfures, leſs rigid in your Precepts, and more 
&ri& 1n your Example. hr 

Wild. Right, Madam, Virtue flows freer from Imi- 
tation, than Compulkon; of which, Colonel, your 
Converſation and mine are juſt Examples. 


In vain are muſly Morals taught in School, 

By rigid Teachers, and as rigid Rules, _ 
W bere Virtue with a frowning Aſpett Rand, 
And frights the Pupil from its rough Commands, 
But Woman— TS 
Charming Woman tan true Converts make, 

We love the Precepts for the Teacher's Sake. 
Virtue in them appears ſo bright, /o gay, 
Wi bear with Tranſport, and with Pride obey. 


The End of the Fifth ACT. 


Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


AJ OW all depart each his reſpetive Way, 
To [pend an Evening's Chat upon the Play; 
Some to Hippolito's; one homeward goes, © 
And one with loving ſhe retires to th) Roſe. 
The am'rous Pair in all Things frank and free, 
Perhaps may /ave the Play in number Three. 
The tearing Spark, if Phyllis ought gain/ays, Aarti 
Breats tht Drawer's Head, kicks her, and murders Bays, 
To Coffee /ome retreat to ſave their Pockets, | 
Others, more generous, damn the Play at Locket's; 
But there, 1 hope, the Author's Fears are vain, 
Maltce neer ſpoke in generous Champaign. K 
That Poet merits an ignoble Death, 
Who fears to fall over a brave Monteth. 
The Privilege of Wine we only af, DBA. 
Veull tafte again, before you damn the Flaſh, 
Our Author fears not you ; but thoſe he may, 
Who in cold Blood murder a Man in Tea. | 
Theſe Men of Spleen, who fond the World ſhould know it, 
Sit down, and for their 'I'wopence damn a Poet, 
Their Critici/m's good, that wwe can Jay for't, 
They underſtand a Plaz—too well to pay for't. 
From Box to Stage, from Stage ta Box they run, 
Firft fteal the Play, then damn it <vhen they've done, 
But now, to knoxw what Fate may us betide, 
Among eur Fricnds in Cornhill and Cheapſide. 
But thoſe I think, have but one Rule for Plays ; 
They'll ſay they're good, if fo the World but ſays. 
N4 if 
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' it ſhould pleaſe them, and their Spouſes know it, 
hey flrait enquire what Kind of Man's the Poet. 

But from Side-box we dread a fearful Doom, 

All the pood-natur'd Beaux are gone to Rome. 

The Ladics Cenjure Pd almoſt forgot, 

Then for a Line or two Yengage their Vote ; 

But that Way's odd, below our Author's Aim, 

No leſs than his whole Play is Compliment to them. 

For their Sakes then the Play can't miſs ſucceeding, 

Tho Criticks may want Wit, they have good Breeding ; 

They won't, I'm ſure, forfeit the Ladies Graces, 

By fhewing their I!l-nature to their Faces : 

Our Bufin:J; ewith good Manners may be done, | 

Fiatter us here, and damn us when you're gont. 


Sir 


Sir HakkRyY WILDAIR. 
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| To the Right Honourable the 
Farl of Albemarle, &c. 
| Knight of the moſt Noble Order of the Garter, 


My LORD, 
Y Pen is both a Novice in Poetry, and a Stran- 
er at Court, and can no more raiſe itſelf to 
the Style of Panegyrick, than it can ſtoop to the 4re 
of Flattery ; but it in the plain and fimple Habit of 
Truth, it may preſume to mix with that Crowd of 
Followers that daily attend upon your Lordſhip's Fa- 
vour, pleaſe to behold a Stranger, with this Difference, 
that he pays more Homage to your Worth, than Ado- 
ration to your Greatneſs. 
. This DiſtinQtion, my Lord, will appear too nice and 
| Metaphyjical to the World, who know your Lordihip's 
Merit and Place to be inſeparable, that they can yen 
differ as the Cauſe from the EfeR ; and this, my Lord, 
1s as much beyond Diſpute, as that your Royal Maſter, 
' Who has made the noble Choice, is the moſt wiſe, and 
moſt ditcerning Prince in the Univerſe. _ 

To preſent the World with a hvely Draught of your 
Lordſhip's PerfeCtions, I ſhould enumerate the Judg- 
ment, ConduQ, Piety and Courage of our great and 
gracious King, who can only place his Favours on 
thoſe ſhining Qualifications, for which his Majeſty is fo 
eminently remarkable himſelf; but this, my Lord, 
will prove the Buſineſs of a volumiuous Hifory, and ' 
your Lordſhip's Charater muſt attend the Fame of 
your great Maſter in the _ of Futurity, as o_ 
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ARions of his Life. _ 


faithful Service bas hitherto. accompanied the noble 
_ The greateſt Princes in all Ages, have had their. 
Friends and, Favourites, with, them to, communicate. 
and debate their Thoughts, ſo to exerciſe and ripen, 


their Judgment; or ſometimes to, eaſe their Cares by 


imparting them. [The great: Augu/tus,, we read in his. 


Project of ſettling the unwieldy Roman Conqueſts on a 


fixt Baſis of Government, had the Deſign laid, not in 
his Counſe], but his Cloſet ; there we find him with his. 
two Friends Mecenas and Agrippa, his Favourite 
Friends, Perſons of ſound Judgment, and unqueſtion- 


able Fidelity ; there the great Queſtion is freely and 


reaſonably debated, without the Noiſe of FaQion, and. 


Conſtraint of Formality ; and there was laid that pro- 

_digious Scheme of Government, | 
their, bleeding Country, heal'd 

vil War, b * 

ſtild its Monarch Pater Patrie, 


e Wounds of the Ci- 


The Parallel, my Lord; is eafily made ; we haye | 


our Cz/ar too, no leſs reftown'd® than the foremen- 


tion'd Auguſtus : he firſt aſſerted our Liberties at home 


againſt Popecy and Thraldom, headed our Armies a- 
broad with Bravery and Succeſs, gave Peace'to Eurepe, 


and Security to our Religion, And you, my Lord, are 


his Mecenas, the private Counſellor to thoſe $ont 
 Tranſattions which have made Ergland fo formi 


jealous of its Friends. 


But here, my Lord, appears the particular Wiſdom 


and CircumſpeQtion of your Lordſhip's ConduQ, that 
you ſo firmly retain the Favour of your Maſter without 
the Envy of the Subje&t; your Moderation and even 


Department between both, has ſecur'd to your Lord- 
ſhip the Ear of the King, and the Heart of the People ; 
the Nation has voted you their Good Angel in all Suits. 


and Petitions to theit Prince, and their Succeſs fiils the 
three Kingdoms with daily Prajſes of your Lordſhip's 
Goodneſs, and his Majeſty's Grace and Clemency. 


And 


"y that ſgon ,recover'd 
the Empire, with a laſting Peace, and 


able 
to its Enemies, that (which I bluſh to own) it is grown 
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And now, my Lofd, "give "me Lenve hably 40 
| big, that among all the '$00d Aftions, of your Lord- 
_op '; high and happy Stati6n, the Thong Cai of 
A id Literature my Hot fs 761 d from 
| the Influence of your Favour. The the Meicenas,, 
whom I preſum'd to make a Parallel to. your Lord- 
ſhip'in the Favotr'of hfs* Prince, bad his #7rgil, and: 
his Horace, and his Time was moſlly Uivided between 
the Emperor, and the Poet ; he ſo. manag'd his Stake: 
of Royal Favour, that as Augu/fus made him preat, ſo. 
the Muſes fix'd him tmiii6rtal ; 4nd Pro's: Excellenoy, _ 
| my Lord, will appear the lefs Worider,” when we-cot-. 
fder that his Pen'was To cheriſh'U With Bounty, and in- 
ſpird by Gratitude. 

But I can Tay no Claim 'to the Merits '6f ſ6:8f6tt a. 
Perſon for my Acceſs to your Lordſhip; I Wave '6nly 
this to recomment me without Art void bf Rhetorick,. 
that I am a 'tfne Lover of thy Kip, "arid \Þay. an "th 
feigned Veneration to all thoſe \who-are his trafty*Ser-. 
vants, and faithful Miniſters; which infers' that Farn,. 
my Lord, With 'all Submiſfion, 


Your 'Lord/hip's oft dewotea; and: 


mofl' 6Btditnt himible Sth<itht, 


G. FARQUHA'R. 
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PROLOGUE, 


UR Authors have, in moſt their late Eſſays, 
Prologu'd their own, by damning other Plays ; 

. Made great Harangues to teach you what was fit 

To paſs for Humour, and go down for Wit, 

Athenian Rules muſt form an Engliſh Piece, 

And Drury-Lane comply with ancient Greece. 

ExaQneſs only, ſuch as Terence writ, 

Muft pleaſe our maſqu'd Lucretias in the Pit. 

Our youthful Author favears he cares not a Pin 

' For Voſlius, Scaliger, Hedelin, or Rapin : 

He leawes to learned Pens ſuch Jabour'd Lays, 

You are the Rules by which he writes his Plays, 

From muſty Books let others take their Vieuw, 

He hates dull Reading, but he ſtudies You. 

Firſt, from you Beaux, his Leſſon is Formality ; 

And in your Footmen there moſt nice Morality ; 

To pleaſure them his Pegaſus muſ? fly, 

Becauſe they judge, and lodge, three Stories high, 
From the Front- Boxes, he | oh pick*d his Style, 

And learns, without a Bluſh, to make 'em Smile ; 
A Leſſon only taught us by the Fair ; 

A waggiſh Attion—— but a modeft Air. 

Among his Friends here in the Pit, he reads 

Some Rules that every modiſh Writer needs. 

- He learns from ev'ry Covent-Garden Critick's Face, 

The modern Forms of ACtion, Time, and lace, 

The Aion he's aſham'd to name, —4'y. j2e, 
The Time zs Seven, the Place is Number Three. 


ol. 


— 


PROLOGUE. 
The Maſques he only reads by paſſant Looks, 
He dares not cyenture fay. into their Books. 
Thus then the Pit and Boxes are his Schools, _ 
Your Air, your Humour, his Dramatick Rules. 
Let Criticks cenſure then, and hiſs ike Snakes, © 
He gains his Ends, if his light Fancy takes | | 
St, James's Beaux, and Covent-Garden rakes. 


Dramaz 


Dra matis Perſonae 


M E NM. 


YI CY Ne ſion | 
Fireball, a Sea Captain, : . Mr. John/on. 
Monſ. Marguis, a harping Refuger, Mr. Cibber. 

Beau Banter, Mrs. Rogers, 


Clincher the Jubilee-Beau turn'd 


Politician N © $ Mr. P znket hman.. 


Dicky, Servant to VWildair, Mr. Norris. 
Shark, Servant to # ir ball, _ Mr. Fairbank. 

_ 7 £ | Mrs. Rogers. 
Lord Bellamy, Mr. Symp/on. 

W OM E N. 

Lady Lurewell, Mrs. Perbruggen. 
Angelica, , Mrs. Rogers. 
Parly, Mrs. Lucas. 


Servants and Attendants, | | -- 


| SCEN E, St. FAME S's. 


THE 


THE 
SECOND PART 


OF THE 


CONSTANT COUPLE: 
OR A 


bi Þ to the Jubilee 
—"AET L | 
SCENE, The Park. 
Enter Standard and Fireball meeting. 
| HAH! Brother Fireball! Welcome: 
BN aſhore, What! Heart whole? Limbs 
SS firm, and Frigate ſafe ? 
ll Fire. All, all, as my Fortune and 


Friends cou'd wiſh. 
Stand, And what News from the 

| Baltick ? 4 

Fire. Why, yonder are three or four young Boys 


&th' North that have got Globes and Sceptres. to ogh 
Wi 


_ late my Succeſs : You have heard, | ſuppoſe, that Ire 


94 Sir Harry Wildair; being 
with : They fell to Loggerheads about their Ply, 
things; the Exgli/5 came mn like Robin Good- Fellny, 
cry'd Boh, and made em quiet. - £ "TOR 
Stand. In the r.ext Place then, you're to Congraty 


marry'd a fine -Lady with a great Fortune. 

_ Fire. Ay, ay, 'twas my firit News apon my Land. 
ing, that Colonel Standard had marry'd the fine Lady 
{.urewell — A fine Lady indeed! A very fe 


Lady !——— But Faith, Brother, I had rather tun 
Skipper to an /naian Cano, than manage the Veſl 


you're Maſter of, 
Stand. Why ſo, Sir ? I” 
Fire, Becauſe ſhe'll run adrift with every Wind that 
blows : She's all Sail and no Ballaſt Shall I. tell 
you the Character I have heard of a fine Lady? 4 
fine Lady can laugh at the Death of her Huſband, and 

cry for the Loſs of her Lap-Dog. A fine Lady is an 

without a Cauſe, and pleas'd without a Reaſon. A hue 
Lady has the Vapours all the Morning, and the Che- 
lick all the Afternoon. "The Pride of a fine Lady 
above the Merit of an underſtanding Head ; yet her 
Vanity will ſtoop to the Adoration of a Pernke. And 
| In fine, a fine Lady goes to Church for Faſhion's Sake, 
and to the Baſſet-Table: with Devotion ; and her Pal 
ion for Gaming exceeds her Vanity of being thought 
virtuous, or the Deſire of aCting the contrary. 
We Seamen ſpeak: plain, Brother. | 
Stand. You Seamen are like your Element, always 

tempeſtuous, too rufiing to handle a fine Lady. 
Fire. Say you ſo? Why then give me thy Hand, 
honeſt Frank, and let the World talk on and be 
damn'd. | | | | | 
Stand: The World talk, ſay you ? What does. the 

_ World talk ? oh i 
Fire; Nothing, nothing at all They only ſay 
what's uſual:/upon ſuch Occafions: That your Wife's 
the greateſt Coquet about the Court, and your Wor- 
ſhip the greateſt Cuckold about the City : That's all 


Stand, 
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$:and., How, how, Sir ? ly 


Fire. That ſhe's a Coquet, and you a Cuckold. 
Stand. She's an Angel in herſelf, and a Paradiſe to | 


me. ens 4 Lb Sk 
Fire. She's an Eve in herſelf, and a Devil to you. 
Stand. She's all 'Truth, and the World a Lyar.  . - 
_ Fire, Why then, | gad, Brother, it ſhall be fo: P'll 

back again to White's, and whoever dares mutter Scan- 

dal of my Brother and Siſter, I'll daſh .his Ratifhia in's - 

Face, and call him a Lyar. [ Going. 
Stand, Hold, hold, Sir, 'The World is too ftrong 

for us. Were Scandal and DetradGtion to be thorough- 

ly reveng'd, we muſt murder all the Beaux, and poi- 
ſon half the Ladies: Thoſe that have nothing elſe to 
ſay, muſt tell Stories; Fools over Burgundy, and La- 
dies over Tea, muſt have ſomething that's ſharp to 
reliſh their Liquor ; Malice is the piquant Sauce of 
| ſuch Converſation; and without it, their Entertain- 
ment wou'd prove mighty inſipid Now, Bro- 
ther, why ſhould we pretend to quarrel with all 

Mankind ? | 

Fire. Becauſe all Mankind quarrel with us. 

Stand. The worſt Reaſon in the World. —— Wou'd 
you pretend to devour a Lion, becauſe a Lion wou'd de- 
your you ? | | 35 

Fire. Yes, if I cou'd. FP | 
| Stand, Ay, that's right; if you con'd ! But ſince 

you have neither Teeth nor Paws for ſuch an En- 

counter, lie quietly down, and perhaps the furious 

Beaſt may run over you. IP. 

' Fire, *Sdeath, Sir! But [ ſay, that whoever abuſes 
my Brothers's Wife, tho? at the Back of the King's 
Chair, he's a Villain. | | 
Stand. No, no, Brother, that's a ContradiQion 

there's no ſuch Thing as Villainy at Court. Indeed, 

if the Pratice of Courts were found in a ſingle Perſon, 
he /might, be ſtiPd Villain with a Vengeance ; but 

Number and Power authorizes every Thing, and turns 

the Villain upon their Accuſers. In ſhort, Sir, e- | 

very Man's Morals, like his Religion now-a-days, 
| pleads 


96 . Sir Harry, Wildair; being 
pleads Liberty of Conſcience ;-every Man's Confience 
15 his Convenience, and we know no Convenience but 
Preferment— As for Inſtance; who would be { 
complaiſant as to thank an Oficer for his Courage, 
when that's the Condition of his Pay ? And who can 
be ſo ill-natur'd, as to blame a Courtier for efpouſing 
that which is the very Tenure of his Livelihood ? © 
Fire. A very good Argument in a very damnable 
_ Cauſe: —But; Sir, my Bus'nefs is not” with the 
Court, but with you : 1 defire you, Sir, to open your 
_ Eyes; atleaſt, be pleasd to lend an Ear to what 1 

heard juſt now at the Chocolate-Houſe, © 
_ Stand, Brother ET gy 

Fire, Well, Sir. © <4 
W Son. Did the Scandal pleaſe you when you head 

at | | | 
_ Fire. No. et 

Stand. Then why ſhou'd you think it ſhou'd pleaſe 
me ? Be not more uncharitable to your Friends than 
to yourſelf, fweet Sir : If it made you uneaſy, there's 

no queſtion but it will rorment me, who am ſo much 
nearer concern'd. TI Tr 
Fire. But wou'd you not be glad to know your 
Enemies ? | Ge? | 

Stand. Pſhaw! If they abus'd me they are ny 
Friends, my intimate Friends, my 'Table-Company, 
and Bottle-Companions. | | 
Fire. Why then, Brother, the Devil take all your 
Acquaintance. You were fo rally'd, ſo torn! there 
was a hundred Ranks of ſneering white Teerh drawn 
gypon your Misfortunes at once, which fo mangled you 
_ Wife's Reputation, that fhe can never patch up her Ho 

nour while ſhe lives. 3 | 
_ $rand. And their Teeth were very white, you ſay! 

Fire. Very white ; Blood, Sir, I ſay they mangfte 
your Wife's Reputation. | y-” 

Stand. And I fay, that if they touch my Wife's Re- 
| ptitation with nothing but their Teeth, her Honou 

will be ſafe enough. _ | 

Fire. Then you won't hear it. 


Stand 
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Stand, Not a Syllable.. Liftning after Slander is 
laying Nets for Serpents, which, -when you .have 
caught, will ſting you to Death : Let *em ſpit their Ve- 
nom among themſelves, and it hurts no Body. | 
Fire. Lord! Lord! How Cuckoldom and Con- 
tentment - go- together ! .Fie,” fie, Sir! confider you 
have been a Soldier, digmify'd by a noble Poſt; di- 
- ftinguiſh'd by brave Actions, .an Henour, to your Na- 
tion, ,and a Terror to your Enemies, — Hell! -that 
a Man who. has ſtorm'd Namur ſhou'd become. the 
Jeſt of a Coftee-Table.——The whole Houſe , was 
clearly taken up with the . two important Queſtions, 


whether the Colonel was a Cuckold ? or Kid a Py- 
rate ? | 


Stand. This I can't bear. [ Afide. 

Fire. Ay, (fays a ſneering Coxcomb) the Colonel 
has made his Fortune. with a-Witneſs ; he-has ' ſecur'd 
himſelf a, good Eſtate in this Life, and a-Reverſion, in 
the World. to come. Then (replies another) I.preſume 
he's oblig'd. to your Loxdſhap's Bounty for the latter. Part 
of the Settlement. There are others ' (ſays. a Third) 
that have play'd with my Lady Lurewellat Piquet, ,be- 


fides.my Lord ; Thave capotted her myſelf two or three 
Times in.an Evening. | | 


Stand, O Matrimonial Patience, aſſiſt me ! 

_ Fire.. Matrimonial Patience! Matrimonial - Peſti- 
lence !-——Shake off theſe drowzy Chains that fetter 
your Reſentments. If your Wife has wrong*d ye, pack 
her 'off,- and- let her Perſon be as publick-as her Cha- 
rater: If ſhe be .honeft, revenge her Quarrel. I 
. can-ſtay no longer : This is my Hour-of Attendance 
.at.the Nawy-Ofice ; Vil come and dine with you; in 

the mean Time, Revenge ! think on't. | 
+91 * [Exit Fireball. 
 S/and, [Solus.] How eafy is it to give Advice, and 
how difficult to obſerve it! If your Wife' has wrong'd 
Je, pack her offi Ay, but -how ? The Goſpel drives 
the Matrimonal Nail, and the Law clinches- it ſo 
very hard, that to draw it again. wou'd: tear the Work 


98 Sir Harry Wildair ; being 
to Pieces, — That her Intentions have wrong'd me, 
here's a young Bawd can witneſs. 


Enter Parly, running acroſs the Stage. 

Here, here, Mrs. Parly, Whither fo faſt ? 

Par, Oh Lord! my Maſter ! Sir, I was runnin 
to Madamoiſelle Furbello, the French Millivier, for 4 
new Burgundy for my Lady” s'Head, : *7 

Stand. No, Child, you're employ'd about an old 
_ faſhion'd Garniture for your Maſter's Head, if I mi- 
ſtake not your Errand. 

Par. Oh, Sir! there's the prettieſt Faſhion lately 
come over! ſo airy, fo French, and all that !=—— 
The Pinners are double ruffled with twelve Plaits of a 
Side, . and open all from the Face; the Hair is frizzled 
all up round the Head, and ſtands as ſtiff as a Bodkin, 
'Then the Favourites hang looſe upon the Temples with 
a languiſhing Lock in the Middle. Then the Caule 
is extremely wide, and over all is a Cornet rais'd 
very high, and all the Lappets behind I muſt 
fetch it preſently. 

Stand. Hold a little, Child, I muſt talk with you, 

Par. Another 'Time, Sir, my Lady ftays for it. 

Stand, One Queſtion hilt : What Wages does my 
Wife give you ? 

Par. Ten Pound a Year, Sir, which God knows is 
little enough, conſidering how I flave from Place to 
Place upon her Occaſions. But then, Sir, my Perqui- 
ſites are conſiderable; I make above two Hundred 
Pounds a Year by her old Cloaths. 

Stand. 'T'wo Hundred Pounds a Year of her old 
Cloaths ! What then muſt her new ones colt ?- 
But what do you get by viſiting Gallants, and Picquet ? 

Par. About a Hundred Pound more. 
 _ Stand, A Hundred Pound more ! Now who can ex- 

pe to find a Lady's Woman honeſt, when ſhe gets ſo 
much by being a Jade ?-—— What Region are you of, 
Mrs. Party! 
Par. Religion, Sir! I can't tell. 

Stand, What was your Father ? 


Par. 


* 


the Sequel of the Trip to the Jubilee, 99 

Par. A Mountebank, 

Stand. Where was you born ? 
Par. In Holland. 2 | 
 S$/and, Were youever Chriſten'd ? 

| Par. No. 1 ns | 

Stand, How came that? _ 

Par. My Parents were Anabapriſts ; they dy'd be- 
fore I was dipt ; 1 then forſook their Religion, and ha” 
' got ne'er a new one ſince. s IP 

Stand. Pm very forry, Madam, that I had not the 
Honour to know the Worth of your Extraftion ſooner, 
that I might have paid you the Reſpe&t due to your 
(Quality, + | 
Par. Sir, your humble Servant. 

Stand, Have you any Principles ? 

Par. Five Flundred. | on | | 
$:and, Have you loſt your Maidenhead ? | 

[She puts on her Maſque, and nds.) Do you love Mo- 
ey | 
35 Yaw. Myn Heer, - I 

Stand, Well, irs. Parly, now you have been ſo 
free with me, I tell you what you muſt truſt to in Re- 
turn: Never to come near my Houſe again. Be gone, 
Monſter, fly, Hell and Furies! never Chriſten'd ! 
Her Father a Mountebank ! _ 

Par. Lord, Sir, you need not be ſo furious, Never 
Chriſten'd ! What then ? I may be a very good Chriſ- 
tian for all that, I ſuppoſe. "Turn me off! Sir, you 
ſhan't, Mecdle with your Fellows ; *tus my Lady's 
Bufineſs to order her Women. M0. 

Stand. Here's a young Whore for you now! A 
weet Companion for my Wife ! Where there's ſuch 
a hell;h Confident, there muſt be damnable Secrets. 
———Þe gone, 1 ſay.- My Wite ſhall turn you 
away, > 

Par. Sir, ſhe won't turn me away, ſhe ſha'n't turn 
me away, nor {he can't.turn me away. 91, I fay, ſhe 
dare not turn me away. He: 

Stand, Why, you Jade? Why ? 

Par. Becauſe I'm the Miſtreſs, not ſhe. 


Stand, 


zoo wr Hatty Waldairz being 
- Stand. You the Miſtreſs! TY | 
Par. Yes, I know all her Secrets; and let. her off 
"to turn me off if the dares.  _ | 
Stand. What Secrets do you know ? | 
Par. Humph! Tell a Wife's Secrets to het 
Huſband !- Very pretty, Faith ! Sure, Sir, you 
«don't think me ſuch a Few: Tho? I was never Chil 
. ten'd, I have more Religion than that comes to, _ 
' S$8tand, Are you faithful to your Lady for AﬀeQtion 
-or Intereſt ? | Ne . 
Par. Shall I tell you a Chriſtian Lye, or a Paga 
"Truth? | | 
$:and. Come, Truth for once. 


Par. Why then, Intereſt, Intereſt! I have a pred 
Soul, which nothing can gain but a great Bribe, 

Stand. Well, tho' thou art a Devil, thou art a ver 
honeſt one——Give me thy Hand, Wench. CShoull 
| not Intezeſt make you faithful to me, as much as to 
_ Others? | ; pe 

Par. Honeſt to you! Marry for what? you gar 
me indeed two pitiful Pieces the Day you were mar 
ry'd, but not a Stiver ſince. One Gallant gives meter 


Guineas, another a Watch, another a Pair of Pendant 
a fourth a Diamond Ring ; and my noble Maſter gives 


his Linen to mend, Faugh !——Pl! tel 


ME 


you a Secret, Sir : Stingineſs to Servants makes mor 


Cuckolds, than 11I-nature to Wives. 

Stand. And am I a Cuckold, Parly! _ 

Par. No, faith not yet: tho' in a very fair Way « 
having the Dignity conferr'd upon you very ſudden|y 

Stand. Come, Girl, you ſhall , be my Penfione! 
you ſhall have a glorious Revenue ; for every Gun 
that you get for keeping a Secret, I'Il give you tw 
for revealing it: You ſhall find a Huſband once I 
your Life out-do all your Gallants in Generofity, Tak 
their , Money, Child, take all their Bribes: give ( 
Hopes, make em Aſſignations; ſerve your Lady faith 
fully, but tell all to me. By which means, ſhe will 
kept - chaſte, you, will grow rich, and I ſhall preſent 
my Honour, | j 


was 


PF 


roomy = > + © & fog. aw, 6, wa. 
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Par. But what Security hall I have for Performance 
of Articles! | 

Stand. Ready Payment, Child, _ 

Par. Then give me Earneſt. . 

Stand. Five Guineas. [6 ring ho Mong, 

Par. Are they right ? No Gray's [nn Pieces amongſt 
'm,——Al right as my Leg ——Now, Sir, Pl 


give you an Earneſt of mY Service. Who bY oh think 
15 come to Town? 


Stand, Who ? r my 
' 'Par. Your old Friend, Sir Harry } Wilddir. 
Stand. Impoſlible ! a v935h51; w_ 
Par. Yes, faith, and as gay as [ig "5a 
| Stand. And has he forgot his Wife ſo foon ?' 
Par. Why, ſhe has been dead "How "Boles Year. 
—— He appear'd in the 'Ritp laft, Night with tw 


Splendor and Equipage, 'thar he'ecfip#?d the Beaux, 
lia the Ladies, and made your; Wike. po 
Night of fix Flanders Mares, ſeven rench Livetie 22 
like a Cloak, and a Hatlike a : 

Wig 4. What are a Woman's Promiſes and. Oaths? ? 

Par. Wind, Wind, Sir. © | 

Stand. When 1 marry'd her, hbw Ter did. ſhe 
condemw/ her' light preceding ConduR, : 1 for 'the _ 
future vow'd herfelf aj # Pattern of yoga F FY- 
delity 7 27% [CHAT C1 B12 29 MW nog 

Par, She mi; ght as Gfely ſwear, Sir, Thats 'Day 
ſe*nnight, at Fou O'Clock, the Wind will blow fair = 
Flanders. rs ing for any y of as all to 
for our Indliva ions a whos Wo -Beſides, 'S; 
Lady has got-the Knack. of coq bir Mead, it ; a; m4 
once a Woman Has pot that in her He ſhe i 
a-touch-on't every where elſe. 
+ $:and, An- Oracle, Child, But now I muſt AE 
the beſt of a bad Bargain; apd ſince I have got you on 
my Side, I have ſome Hopes, that by conſtant Diſap- 
pointment- and Crofſes in her Deſigns, | may at 
tire her into Behaviour. 

Par. Well, Sir, the Condition of the Articles be- 
ing duly perform'd, Tee to the Obligation; and 
Y Ob. is will 


| 
| 
3 


Rate, v yl 5 bot 
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will tell you farther, 'T hat.by and by Sir Harry Will- 


air is to come to our Houſe to Cards, and that there is 
a Deſign laid to cheat him of his Money, 
Stand, What Company will there be beſides ? 
Par. Why, the old Set at the: Baſſet Table; my 
Lady Lowerards, and the ufual Company : They have 
_ up a Bank of fifteen Hundred Louis d'Or: a. 
among 'em; the whole Deſign lies upon Sir Harry 
þ- = and the French Marquis, you know, conſtantly 
ailles, 


Stand. Ay, the French Marquis ; that's one of your 


BenefaQtors, Parly ;—— the Perſecution of Bafet in 


Paris furniſh'd ys, with that Refugee, but the Charafter 
of ſuch a Fellow ought not to reflet on thoſe who 
have. been real. Sufferers for their Religion. ——But 


take no Nays”  Be:ſure only to inform me of all that 


paſſes ——T, '$. more Earneſt for you ; Be rich and 
Taal Yor wk #uy [Exit Standard. 
pag - TS us, I'an;now not only Weng oman to the Lady 
Li"Y well, bus 'ard;to.her . Huſband, 'in my double 
Capacity of _Knqwing, fer Secrets, and commanding 

A' very pretty Office in a Family : Fu 


envi Guinea, {94, 4 Eno aging # # Secret, bell give 


me an/H, os i Ht —F+5 = Compngs-in, at this 
f = eater Min Bhancr s Place, and 
many a þ0 op ch Re glad to marry me with half 
mf Homer | My £43971} xo, 2K 36g, 
- Dicty EA. TT 544 
lia, Enter. icky Ly A ere” | | 
wh Tergog n, ack ORE Honpanr Purpoſes 
ar Blets -m Me 
fy Dick. The wy fame. in Weg 26 and. Latitude! 
not. a Bit diminiſh'd, nor a Hair!s, Breadth inpereas'd. 
Dear Mrs. Party, give Re © Hob, wm_'s I'm 
almoſt ſtarv'd. - | 
Par. Why Þ havgry, Mr: Dicky F | 22:14 
Dick. Why Ihza'n't taſted a Bit this Year Ao half, 
Woman. *T have been wandring about all over the 
World, following my Maſter, and come home to 
dear London but two Days ago. Now the Devil take 
Me} 
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me, if 1 had not rather kiſs an Ego Pair of Pattins, 
than the fineſt Lady m Frarce. | BE, 

Par. Then you're over-joy'd to ſee London again ? 

Dick. Oh! I was juſt dead of a Conſumption, til 
the fiveet Smoke of Cheap/rde, and the dear Perfume of 
Flut-ditch, made me a Man again. : 

Par. But how came you to live with Sir Harry 
Wildair ? $2 at | SO Ges. 

Dick. Why, wong me a handſome perſonable Fel- 
low, and well qualify'd for a Livery, he took a Fancy 
to my Figure, that was all. ; R$ 5 

Par. And what's become of your old Maſter ? 

Dick, ©! hang him, he was a Blockhead, and I 
' turn'd him off, I turn'd him away. : 

Par. And were not you very ſorry for the Loſs of 
your Miſtreſs, Sir Harry's Lady ? They ſay, the was a 
very good Woman, _ | b, 

Dick. Oh! the ſweeteſt Woman that ever the Sun 
ſhin'd upon, I cou'd almoſt weep when I think of her. 

; | | [ Fiping his Eyes. 

Par. How did fhe die, pray ? I cou'd never hear 
how *twas. Fg: | | 

Dick, Give me a. Buſs then, and P11 tell ye. 

Par. You ſhall have your Wages when your Work's 
done. ; Ho 

Dick. Well then ——Courage !—-Now for a doleful 
Tale ————You know that my Maſter took a Freak 
to go ſee that fooliſh Fubilze that made ſuch a Noiſe 
among us here ; and no ſooner ſaid than done ; away 
he went ; he took his fine French Servants to wait on 
him, and left me, the poor Erg/i/ Puppy, to wait up- 
on his Lady at home here.—— Well, fo far ſo good 
——But ſcarce was my Maſter's Back turn'd, when 
my Lady fell to ſighing, and pouting, and whining, 
and crying ; and in ſhortfell ſick upon't. 

Par. Well, well, I know all this already ; and tha 
pluck'd up her Spirits at laſt, and went to follow 

m 


Dick. Very well. Follow him we did, far and far, 
_ and farther than Ican tell, till we came to a Place call'd 
| | O z | Maont= 
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"Montpelier in France ; a goodly Place truly.—But $jr 

Harry was gone to Rome; there was our Labour loft 

| But, to be ſhort, my poor Lady, 'with the Tire. 

ſomneſs of Travelling, fell fick——and dy'd. 

. Par. Poor Woman!: . - VI 4c 3, 1.94, 5 | 
Dick. Ay, but that was not all. Here comes the 

worſt of the Story. -———Thoſe curſed barbarous Devils, 

the French, wou'd not let us bury her. 

_ Par Netiberyber3<h om nit. 

| - Dick. No, ſhe was a Heretick Woman, and they 

wou'd not let her Corps be put in their Holy Ground, 
——OQOh! damn their holy Ground for me. - - 

" Par. Now had not T better be an honeſt Pagan, az 

I am, than ſuch a Chriſtian as one' of theſe Pn «@ 

But how. did you diſpoſe the Body? ' (| | © 


Dick, Why, there was one charitable Gentlewo- 
man that us'd to vifit my Lady in her Sickneſs : She 
contriv'd the Matter ſo, that ſhe had her bury'd in her 
own private Chapel. 'This Lady and myſelf carried 
her out upon our own Shoulders, through a Back- 
door at the Hour of Midnight, and laid her in a Grave 
that I dug for her with my own Hands; and if we 
had been catch'd by the Prieſts, we had gone to the 
Gallows without the Benefit of Clergy. 

Par. Oh! the Devil take *em, But.what did they 
mean by a Heretick Woman ? fo 

Dick. 1 don't know ; ſome Sort of Canibal, I be- 
| Heve. 1 know there are ſome Canibal Women here 
in England, that come to the Play-houſes in Maſques; 
but let them have a care how they go to France. (For 
they are all Hereticks, I believe.) But 'm ſure my 
good Lady was none of theſe. 

Par. But how did Sir Harry bear the News ? 

Dick. Why, you mult know, that my Lady, after 
ſhe was bury'd {ent me | 

Par. How ! after ſhe was bury'd ! | 

Dick. Pſhaw i Why Lord, Miſtreſs, you know what 
JT mean; I went to Sir Harry all the Way to Ronr; 
and where d'ye think 1 found him ? 

Par. Where? | 
| Dick, 
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Dick. Why, in the Middle of a Monaſtery among a 
hundred and fifty Nuns, playmg at Hot-cockles. He 
' was ſurpriz'd to ſee honeſt Dicky, you may be ſure. 
But when I told him the fad Story, he roar'd out a 
whole Volley - of £1:g///5 Oaths upon. the Spot, and 
ſwore that. he would ſet. Fire-on the Pope's Palace for 
the Injury done to his Wife. He then flew away to 
his Chamber, 'Jock*'d himſelf ap for three Days ; we 
thought to have found him dead; but inſtead of that, 
he call'd for his beft Linen, fine Wig, gilt Coach; and 
hughing very heartily, {wore again he wou'd be re- 
veng'd, and, bid them drive to the Nunnery ; and he 
| was reveng'd to ſome Purpoſe. | FOOT, NS: 
Par. How, how, dear Mr. Dicky? 
Dick, Why, in a Matter of five Days he got fix 
Nuns with, Child, and left *em to provide for their He- 
retick Baltards —— } — Ah Plague on em, they hate 
a dead Heretick, but they love a piping-hot warm He- 
retick with all their Hearts ——$So away we came z 
and thus did he jog on, revenging himſelf at this Rate 
through all the Catholick Countries that we paſs'd, 
till we -came home; and now, Mrs. Parly, 1} fancy 
he has ſome Deſigns of Revenge too upon your Lady, 
Par. Who cov'd .have thought that a Man of his 
light airy Tees wou'd have been fo revengeful ? | 
Dick. Why, faith, Pm alittle malicions too : Where's 
the Buſs you promis'd me,- you Jade ? W 
Par, Follow me, you Rogue. [Runs off. 
Dick, Allons, 1 oo | f Feller. 


The End of the Fit ACT. 


Do O 3 ACT 


1906 .. ' $ix Harry Wildair ; 3eing 
TU Tha 08 
: - SCEN E, A Lady's Apartment. 


Enter two Chamber-maids. 


1 Cham. A* E all 'Thing ſets in Order ? 'The Toi. 
ine SR let fix'd, the Bottles and Combs put in 
Form, and the Chocolate ready ? 
24 Cham, "Tis no great matter whether they be 
_ Tight or not; for right or wrong we ſhall be ſure of 
oar Lecture; I wiſh for my Part that my Time were 
- out. | 
_ 1/t Cham, Nay, 'tis a Hundred to one but we may 
run away before our Time be half expir'd ; and ſhe's 
wolſ: this Morning than ever.——Here ſhe comes, 


| | | Ener Lurewell. 

.., Lure. Ay, there's a Couple of you indeed ! But 
how, how in the Name of Negligence cou'd you two 
contrive to make a Bed as mine was laſt Night; 
© Wrinkle on one Sice, and a Rumple on tother ; the 
Pillows awry, and the Quilt aſkew. _——I did nothing 
but tumble about, and fence with the Sheets all Night 
long.—Oh !-—my bones ake this Morning, as if 
had lain all Night on a Pair of Dutch Stairs—— 60, 
bring Chocolate. —And, d'ye hear? Be ſure to ſlay 
an Hour or two at leaſt. Well! Theſe Ergo Ani 
mals are ſo unpoliſh'd! I wiſh the Perſecution wou'l 
rage a little harder, that we might have more of thelc 
French Refugees among us. 


Enter the Maids with Chocolate. 
Theſe Wenches are gone to Smyrna for this Choco: 
late. —— And what made you ſtay ſo. long ? 
Cham. I thought we did not ſlay at all, Madam. 


Lure, 


% vr }RVwwas haul Aw 


* end ddd Hell rw tt on—_—_ 
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| Lure. Only an Hover and half by the. ſloweſt Clock in 
Chriftendom And ſuch Salvers and Diſhes too ! "Fhe 

Lard be merciful to me! what have I committed; to 
| be plagu'd with ſuch Animals ?——Where are my 
new Japan Salvers? Broke, o'my Conſcience ! 
| All to Pieces, P'll lay my Life or't. Dei; 1a 

Cham. No, indeed, 'Madam, but your Huſband — 

Lure, How ? Huſband, Impudence !, 11. teach you 
Manners. [Gives her @ Box on the' Ear.) Huſband ! Is 
that your elf Breeding ? Ha'n't the Col. a Name of 
his own ? b-27; a earns he <0 eo age 

Cham. Well then, the Col. He us'd *em this 
Morning, and we ha'n't got *em fince, 

Lure. How ! the Col. uſe my Things! How dare 
the Col. uſe any Thing of mine ?——But his Cam- 
paign Education muſt be paxdon'd—— And I warrant 
they were fiſted about amohg his dirty Levee of Diſ- 
banded: Officers ?-——Faugh ! The very Thoughts of 
them Fellows with their eager Looks, Fron Swords, 
ty'd-vp Wigs, and tuck'd-in Cravats, make me fick as 
Death. — Come, let me fee.--— [Goes to take the 
Chocolate, and ſtarts back.) Heav'ns prote&t me from 
ſuch a Sight! Lord, Girl |! Why aid you waſh your 
Hands laſt ? And have you been pawing me all this 
Morning with them dirty Fifts of yours ? [Runs to the 
G/a/s.]——1I muſt dreſs all over again , take It 
away, I ſhall fwoon elle. Here, Mrs.'Monſter,. 
call up my Taylor ; and d'ye hear ? You, Mrs. Hob- 
byhorſe, ſee if my Company be come to Cards yet. 

. eY | 7:4 j 


13-7 Ber 2De  Fayen, 26: EET TS 15 

Oh, Mr. R-mnant ! I don't know what 'ails theſe 
Stays you have made me ; but ſomething is the Mat- 
ter, I don't like 'em. DEE LY HIS 

Rem. 1 am very ſorry for that, Madam. But what 
Fault does your Ladyſhip find? we 

Lure, | don't know where the Fault lies ; but in ſhort 
1 dow't like *emz I can't tell how ; the Things are 
well enough made, but I don't like 'em.. - ' 


Q 4 Rems 


 maid's Air, you ſhall work no more for me. 
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Rem. Are they too. wide, Madam ? 

Lure, No, EF: 

| Rem. Too ſtraight, perhaps ? L 

Lure. Not at all! they fit me very well ; but. 
Lard bleſs me ; Can't you tell where the Fault lies ? 

Rem, Why truly, Madam, I can't tell.——— yt 
your Ladyſhip, I think, is a little too ſlender for the 
'aſhion. -1 DI EEG, | 4 
| Lure, How! too flender for the Faſhion, ay 
ou ? Eo AE rf 4.4 
; Rem. Yes, Madam ! there's no ſuch 'Thing as a 
good Shape worn among the Quality : Your fine Waſtes 
are clear out, NI. f gp II TE OR TE 0T 

Lure. And why did, not you plump up my Stays to 
the faſhionable Size? ; © Ih E ts 
- Rem, { made *em'to fit you, Madam. . 
_- Lure. Fit me! fit my Monkey— What d'ye think 1 
wear Cloaths to pleaſe myſelf! Fit me! fit the Fas 
ſhion, pray ; no matter for me —] thought ſome- 
thing was the Matter, T wanted Quality-Air.m—— 
Pray, Mr. Rezinant, let me have a Bulk of Quality, a 
fpreading Counter. I do remember now, the La- 
dies in the Apartments, the Birth Night, were moſt 
of *'em two Yards about, Indeed, Sir, if you con- 
trive my 'Things any more with your ſcanty Chamber- 


Rem. I ſhall take Care to pleaſe your Ladyſhip for 
"he future. ', "4 | [Exit, 
: Enter a Servant, _ | 

S:zr., Madam, my Maſter defires —— 

Lure. Hold, hold, Fellow ; fori Gad's Sake hold: 
If thou touch:my Cloaths with that Tobacco Breath of 
thine, I ſhall poiſon the whole Drawing-Room. Stand 
at the Door pray, and ſpeak. | 

(Ser, goes to the Door and ſpeat:. 

Ser. My Maſter, Madam, defires ——— 
| Lure. Oh hideous! Now the Raſcal bellows fo 
loud, that he tears my Head to Pieces, Here, 
Aukwardneſs, go take the Booby's Meſſage, and bring 

it to me. [Maid goes to the Door, whiſpers and TE 
ama 
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Cham. My Maſter defires to know how your. Lady- 
ſhip reſted laſt Night, and if you ; are Pas t to admit 
of a Viſit this Morning ? 

Lare, Ay——Why this is Gul Tis: an. n inſup- 

ortable Toil tho' for Women of "ay to a yoodelypot 
Hutbars to good Breeding. Ho bel; ay 

£1] VOrgs 2 
Enter Standard., MH. wat 

Stand, Good morrow, deareſt Angel. How have 
you reſted laſt Night? 

Lure. Lard, Lard, Cot! What a. Room. have yop | 
made me here with your dirty Feet! Bleſs me, Sir. 
Will you never be reclaim'd from your floyen]y., Cam- 
paign Airs ? *Tis the moſt unmannerly Thing in; Nas 
ture to make a ſliding Bow in a Lady's Chamber with 
dirty Shoes ; it writes Rudeneſs upon the Boards. . 

Stand. A very odd. Kind of Reception this, ones 
——Pm very forry, Madam, that the Offences of my 
Feet ſhould create an Averſion to my Company : But 
for the future 1 ſhall honour your Ladyſhip's Apartment 
as the Srzpulchre at Jeruſalem, and Aways come n 
bare-foot. $10 

Lure. Sepulchre at Jeruſalem ! Your Compliments 
Sir, 1s very far-fetch'd ; But your Feet indeed have a 
very travelling Air, 

Stand. Come, come, my Dear, no ſerious DiC. 
Putes upon Trifles, fince you know 1 never contend 
with you in Matters of Conſequence. You are till 
Mittreſs of your Fortune, and Marriage has'only made 
-you more abſolute in your Fleafure, by adding one 
faithful Servant to your Deſires. Come, clears 
your Brow of that uneafy Chagrin, and let that pleaſing 
Air take Place that firſt enſnar'd my Heart. |, I 
have invited ſome Gentlemen to Dinner, whoſe 
Friendſhips deſerve a welcome Look, Let their En- 
tertainment ſhew how bleſs'd you have | made-.me 
o a plentiful Fortune, and the Love of fa agreeable: a 

reature, 


ww Your Friends, I ſuppoſe, are all Men of Qua- 
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Stand, Madam, they are Officers, and Men of Ho. 
NOUTr, | - | 
Lure. Officers, and Men of Honour ! 'That is, they 
will daub the Stairs with their Feet, ſtain all the Rooms 
with their Wine, talk Bawdy to my Woman, rail at 
the Parliament, then at one another, fall to cutting of 
 'Throats, and break all my China: 
_ Stand, Admitting that I keep ſuch Company, 'tis 
unkind in you, Madam, to talk fo ſeverely of my 
 Friends.——But my Brother, my Dear, is juſt come 
from his Voyage, and will be here to pay his Reſpedts 
to you. FE TH | 
 _ Lure. Sir, I ſhall not be at Leiſure to entertain a 
Perſon of his Wapping Education, I can afſure you. 


Enter Parly, and whiſpers her. 

Sir, I have ſome Buſineſs with my Woman ; you 
may entertain your Sea-monſter by yourſelf ; you may 
command a Diſh of Pork and Peaſe, with a Bowl of 
Punch, I ſuppoſe; and ſo, Sir, much ud may C0 


you. —Come, Parly. [ Exeunt Lure, and Par, 
$tand, Hell and Furies ! | 


Se. _ Enter Fireball, 

Fire. With all my Heart—— Where's your Wife, 
Brother ? Ho'now Man, what's the Matter i>-— 
Is Dinner ready ? 

Stand. No——1 don't know——Hang it, I'm ſorry 
that I invited you: For you muſt know that my 
Wife is very much out of Order ; taken dangerous ill 
of a ſudden ————— Ss that 

Fire. Pſhaw! Nothing, nothing but a Marnzge 
Cualm; breeding Children or breeding Miſciuel. 
Where is ſhe, Man ? Prithee let me ſee her; I long t0 
ſee this fine Lady you have got. 

Stand. Upon my Word ſhe's very ill, and can't fee 
anv Body. 

Fire. 80 ill that ſhe can't ſee any Body ! What, ſhe's 
not in Labour ſure! I tell you, 1 will ſee her. 
Where 1s ſhe? |  [ Zookeng ns 

tans, 
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| Stand, No, no, Brother ;| ſhe's gone abroad to take 
the Air, | oe 
Fire. What the Devil ! dangerous ſick, and gone 
out! So ſick, that ſhe'll ſee no Body within, yet gone 
abroad to ſee all the World ! Ah, you have made 
your Fortunes with a Vengeance ! —— Then, Brother,, 
you ſhall dine with me at Locker's ; I hate theſe Fa- 
mily Dinners, where a Man's. oblig'd to, O Lard, 
Madam ; no Apology, dear Sir Tis very good- 
indeed, Madam.——-For yourſelf, dear Madam. — 
Where between the rubb'd: Floor under-foot, the Chi- 
na in one Corner, and the Glaſſes in another, a Man 
can't make two Strides. without Hazard of his Life. 
Commend me to a Boy and a Bell ; Coming, coming, 
Sir. Much Noiſe, no Attendance, and a dirty Room, 
where I may eat like a Horſe, drink bke a Fiſh, and 
ſwear like a Devil. Hang your Family Dinners ; 
come along with me. , | £91 


As they are going out, enter Banter ; who- ſeeing them. 
ſeems to retire. | 
_ Stand, Who's that? Come in, Sir. Your Bufinefs,. 
pray, Sir ? | | 

Bant, Perhaps, Sir, it may not be ſo proper. to in- 
form you ; for you appear to be as great a Stranger here 
as myſelf. | 

Fire. Come, come away, Brother, he has ſome Buſi-- 
neſs with your Wife. | 

Ban, FHlis Wife! Gad ſo! A pretty Fellow, a very- 
- Pretty Fellow, a likely Fellow, and a handſome Fel- 
low; I find nothing like. a Monſter about him: I 
wou'd fain ſee his Forehead tho'—— Sir, your: 
humble Servant. Ny 

Stand, Your's, Sir. 
my Face ? 

Ban. | was told, Sir, that the Lady LurewelPs Huſ-- 
band had ſomething: very remarkable over his Eyes, by- 
which he might be known. $5755 

Eire. Mart: that, Brother.. | In. bis: Bar. 


| O 6 Stand,. 


But why d'ye ftare ſo im 


your Wife? 
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Stand, Your Information, Sir, was right; TI have 
a croſs Cut over my left Eye that's very remarkable, 
But pray, Sir, by what Marks are you to be 
known ? 

Ban. Sir, I am dignify'd and diftinguiſh'd by the 
Name and Title of Beaz Banter ; I'm younger Brother 
to Sir Harry Wilzair ; and I hope to inherit his Eftate 
with his Humour, for his Wife, I'm told is dead, and 
has left no Child. Ls 

Stand. Oh, - Sir ! Pm your very humble Servant; 


You're not unlike your Brother in the Face ; but me- 


thinks, Sir, you don't become his Humour altogether 
ſo well; for what's Nature in him looks like Atﬀeda- 
tion 1n you. 1» | 
Ban. Oh Lard, Sir! *tis rather Nature in me, what 
3s acquir'd by him; he's beholding to his Education for 
his Air; Now where d'ye think my Humour was eſta- 
bliſh'd? ©» CEN OF 
Stand, Where ? | | 
Ban. At Oxford, . 
Stand, | At Oxford t 
Fire. f att 


Ban. Ay : There have I been ſucking my dear AL 
ma Mater theſe ſeven Years: Yet in Defiance to Legs 


_ of Mutton, ſmall-: Beer, crabbed Books, and ſour- 


fac'd Doors, I can dance a Minuet, court a Miſtreſs, 
play at Piquet, or make a Paroli, with any W:ldair in 
Chriſtendom, In ſhort, Sir, in ſpite of the Univer- 
tity, Pm a pretty Gentleman. Colonel, where's 


Fire. [Mamicking him] bn ſpite of the Univerſity, 
Pm a preity Gentleman. Then, Colonel, where 13 
your Wife ?-———— Hark ye, young Plato, Whether 


wou*d you have your Noſe lit, or your Ears cut? 


Ben. Firſt tell me, Sir, which would you chuſe, 
to be run through the Body, or ſhot through the 
Head ? | | 

Fire, Follow me, and Il tell ye. | 

Ban. Sir, my Servants fall attend ye, if you have 
vo Equipage of your. ©Wn. F 

| Fires 
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| Fire. Blood, Sir! | 40% RG; 
Stand. Hold, Brother, hold ; he's a Boy. . 
Ban. Look ye, Sir, 1 keep half a dozen Footmen. 
that have no Buſineſs upon Earth but to anſwer impenti- 
nent Queſtions : Now, Sir, if your fighting Stomach 
can digeſt theſe fix brawny Fellows for a Breakfaſt, 
their Maſter, perhaps, may do you the Favour to run 
you through the Body for a Dinner. CE EET ap 16s 
Fire. Sirrah, will you fight me ? T receiv'd juſt now 
fix Month's Pay, and by this Light, Pll give you the 
half on't for one fair Blow at your Skull, 
Ban: Down with your Money, Sir. © 
Stand. No, no, Brother ; it you are fo free of your 
Pay, get into the next Room; there you'll find ſome 
Company at Cards, I ſuppoſe; you may find Op- 
portunity for your Revenge; my Houſe prote&s him 


| NOW. 


Fire, Well, Sir, the Time will come. [ Exit. 
Ban, Well ſaid, Brazen-head. | 

Stand. 1 hope, Sir, you'll excuſe the Freedom of 
this Gentleman ; his Education has been among the 
boiſterous Elements, the Winds and Waves. 

Ban. Sir, I value neither him, nor his Wind and 
Waves neither ; Pm privileg'd to be very impertinent, 
being an Oxomian, and oblig'd to fight no Man, being 
a Beau, | 

Stand. Sir, I admire the Freedom of your Condi- 
tion.—— Bat pray, Sir, have you ſeen your Brother ſince 
he came lait over ? 


Ban. I ha''t feen my Brother theſe ſeven Years, 
| and ſcarcely heard from him but by Report of others. 
| About a Month ago he was pleas'd to honour me with 
a Letter from Paris, importing his Deſign of being 
in London very ſoon, with a Deſire of meeting me 
here. Upon this, I chang'd my Cap and Gown for 
a long Wig and Sword, came up to London to at- 
tend him, and went to his Houſe ; but that was all in 
Sable for the Neath of his Wife; there I was tol4 
that he deſfign'd to change his Habitation, becauſe he 

wou'd avoid all Remembrances that might diſturb his 


Quiez. 
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' Quiet. You are the firſt Perſon that has told me of hiz 
Arrival, and I expe& that you may likewiſe inform 
me Where to wait on him. | 
- Stand. And Iſuppoſe, Sir, this was the Bus'neſs that | 
occaſion'd me the Honour of this Viſit. 

Pan. Partly this, and partly an Aﬀair of preater 
Conſequence. You muſt know, Sir, that tho' 1 have 
read ten thouſand Lyes in the Univerſity, yet I have 
learn'd to ſpeak the Truth myſelf; and to deal plain. 
ly with you, the Honour of this Viſit, as you were 
Ro to. term it, was. deſign'd to the Lady Lare. 
rey” 

Stand, My Wife, Sir! _ 

Ban. My Lady Lurewell, I ſay, Sir. 

Stand. But I ſay, my Wife, Sir.—— What ! 

| Ban. Why, look ye, Sir; you may have the Ho. 
nour of being calPd the Lady Lurewe/s Huſband; 
but you wall never find in any Author, either ancient 
or modern, that ſhe's call'd Mr. Szazdard's Wife, 
*Tis true, you're a handſome young Fellow ; ſhe lik'd 
you, ſhe marry'd you; and tho” the Prieſt made you 
both one Fleſh, yet there's no {mall Diſtinftion in your 
Blood. You are ſtill a diſbanded Colonel, and ſhe is 
{ill a Woman of Quality, I take it, 

Stand, And you are the moſt impudent young Fel- 
low I ever met with in my Life, I take it. 
Ban, Sir, I'm a Maſter of Arts, and I plead the Pri- 
vilege of my Standing. | 


; Eater a Servant, and ewhiſpers Banter. 
Ser, Sir, the Gentleman in the Coach below, ſays, 
he'll be gone unleſs you come preſently. 


Ban. | had forgot— Col. your humble Servant. 

TEN. OG, | [ Exit, 

Stand. Sir, you muſt excuſe me for not waiting on 
you down Stairs,———-An impudent young Dog. 


[Exit another WH az. 


SCENE 
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$ C E N 2 adiges to- another Apartment in the jams 
Houſe « 


Enter Lurewell, Ladies, Monſ. Marquis and Fireball, 
as loſing Gamefters, one after another, tearing their 
Cards, and flinging "4m about the Room. 

. Lure. Rumn'd ! o Undone ! Deftroy'd! 

1/ALa. Oh Fortune ! Fortune ! Fortune! 

24 La. What will my Huſband fay ? | 

Mon/. Oh malheur ! malheur ! x, RED | 

Fire. Blood and Fire, I have loſt ix Months Pay: 

Mon/. A hundred and ten Piſtoles, fink me. * 
| Fire. Sink you! ſink me, that have loſt two hun- 

* dred and ten Piſtoles. Sink you indeed ! 

Lure. Bat why wou'd you hazard the Bank you one- 
Card ? 

Men/. Becauſe me had loſe by de Card tree Times 
before.———Look, dere Madam, de very next Card 
had been out. Oh Mzrbleu ! gui Ja ? 

Lure. | rely'd altogether on your ſetting the Cards ; 
you us'd to Tailee with Succeſs, 

Mon/. Morbleu, Madam, me never loſe before; 
But dat Monſieur Sir Arry, dat Chevalier Wildair is 
the Devil——Vere is de Chevalier 2 

Lure. Counting our Money within yonder. 
Go, go, be gone; and bethink yourſelf of ſome Re» 
venge. ——Fere he comes. 


' Enter Wildair. 
Wild. Fifteen hundred and ſeventy Louis iOrs |—— 

Tall dall de rall. [Sigs.] Look ye, Gentlemen, any 

Body may dance to this Tune ; Tall dall de rall: 

I dance to the 'Tune of fifteen hundred Pound, the moſt 

elevated Piece of Muſick that ever I heard in my Life; 

they are the prettieſt Caſtagnets in the World. [Chinks 

the Money.) Here, Waiters, there's Cards and Candles 

for you. [Gives the Servants Money.) Mrs, Parly——— 

here's Hoods and Scarfs. for you : [Gives her Money.] 

And here's fine Coaches, ſplendid Equipage, lovely 
Women,, 
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Women, and viQtorious Burgundy for me. 
Oh ye charming Angels ! the Loſers Sorrow, and the 


Gainer's Joy : Get ye into my Pocket. —Now, Gen- 


tlemen and Ladies, Iam your humble Servant==— 
You'll excuſe me, F hope ; the ſmall Devotion here 
that I pay to my good Fortune Ho'now ! Mute! 
Why, Ladies, I know that Loſers have Leave 
to ſpeak ; but I don't find that they're rivileg'd to be 
dumb. Monfieur ! Ladies ! Captain t 
[Claps the Captain on the Shoulier, 
Fire, Death and Hell! Why d'ye ſtrike me, Sir? 
 [Praing, 
| Wild To comfort you, SIT.—— Your Ear, Caph.s — 
The King of Spain is dead | 
Fire. The King of Spain dead ! | 
Wild. Dead as Julius Cx/ar ; | had a Letter on't juſt 
now. 


Fire. Tall Call de rall. {Sings.] Look ye Sir, pray 


firike me again 1f you. pleaſe, See here, Sir, you 
have left me but one ſolitary Guinea in the World. 

[ Puts it in his Mouth, 
Allons for the Thatch'd 


Down it goes ſaith, 
'Tall dall de rall. 


Houſe and the Mediterraneau.— 
[ Exit. 


Wild. Ha, ha, ha!——Pravely reſolv'd, Captain. 
Lure. Bleſs me, Sir 1iarrg! I was afraid of a Quar- 
rel. I'm fo much concern'd ! 


Wild. At the Loſs of your Money, Madam. But why, 


why ſhould the Fair be zffiited? your Fyes, your 
Eyes, Ladies, much brighter than the Sun, have equal 
Power with him, and -can transform to Gold what- 
er they pleaſe. The Lawyer's Tongue, the Sol- 
dier's Sword, the Courtier's Flattery, and the Mer- 
chant's 'Trade, are Slaves that dig the Golden Mines 
for you. Your Eyes unty the Miſer's knotted F urſe, 
[To cne Lady.) Melt into Coin the Magiſtrate's maſiy 
Chain. Youth mints for you Hereditary Lands. 
[To another.) —— And Gameſters only win when they 
can Joſe to you. [To Lurewell.]J-—— This Luck is the 
- moſt cherotical Thing in Natwe. | 


Lure. 
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Lure. I have a great Mind to forſwear Cards as long 
as I ive. 4 


1/ La. And I. ny | [Exit, | 

2d La. AndI. [Crying, and Exit. 
ild. What, forſwear Cards! Why, Madam, you'll 
ruin our 'Frade, — Pi maintain, that the Money :t 


Court circulates more by the Baſſet-Bank, than the 
Wealth of the Merchants by the Bank of the City. 
Cards ! the great Miniſters of Fortune's Power, that 
blindly ſhuffle out her thoughtleſs Favours, and make 
a Knave more pow'rful than a King, — What Ado- 
ration do theſe Pow'rs receive [Lifting up a Card.] 
from the bright Hands and Fingers of the Fair, always 
lift up to pay Devotion here | And the pleating Fears, 
the anxious Hopes, and dubious Joy that entertain our 
Mind ! The Capot at Piquet, the Paroli at Baſſet; 
—— And then Ombre! who can refiſt the Charms of 
 Mattadors ? 2 The OY TH = 
\ Lure. Ay, Sir Harry; and then the Sept [: Ya, 
Quinze la Va, & Trante le Ve! 

Wild. Right, right, Madam, 

Lure. Then the Nine of Diamonds at Comet; three 
Fives at Cribbidge, and Pam in Lanteraloo, Sir Harry / 

Wild. Ay, Madam, theſe are Charms indeed.,—_ 
Then the Pleaſure of picking our Huſband's Pocket 
_ over-night, to play at Baſſet next Day } Then the 

Advantage a fine Gentleman may .make of a Lady's 
Neceſlity, by gaining a Favour for fifty Piſtoles, which 
; hundred Years Courtſhip cou'd never have pro- 

uc'd, | 

Lure. Nay, nay, Sir Harry, that's foul Play. 

Wild. Nay, nay, Madam, it is nothing but the 
Game; and I have play'd it ſo in France a hundred 
Times. | | | 36 

Lure. Come, Come, Sir, no more on't. I'll tell 
you in three Words, that rather than forego my Cards, 
l'!] forſwear my Viſits, Faſhions, my Monkey, Friends 
and Relations, LY 1 = 

Wild. There ſpoke the Spirit of true-born Engli/h 
Women of Quality, with a true SECT INIGING. 

| arti 


118 Sir Harry Wildair, being © 
Lure. Look ye, Sir Harry, I am well born, and 1 
was well bred ; I brought my Huſband a large Fortune; 
he ſhall mortgage, or I will elope. | | 

Wild. No, no, Madam ! there's no Occaſion for 
that : See here, Madam |! | - 
: Lure. What, the ſinging Birds ! Sir Harry, let me 
" ws by, LY | 

VT/i1d. Pugh, Madam, theſe are but a few... 
But I cou'd wiſh, de tout mon caur, fort quelque Com- 
modite, where I might be handſomely plunder'd of 
*<m.. ay 
Lure. 4b! Chewalier! tous jour obligeant, enga- 
geant, Of tout ſa———— | | TY 

Wild. Ailons, Allons, Madam, tout & wotre ſervice, 

- a | : [ Pulls her, 

Lure. No, no, Sir Harry, not at this Time o'day; 
you ſhall hear from me in the Evening, 

Wild. Then, Madam, Pll leave you ſomething to 
_ entertain you the while. Tis a French Pocket-book, 
with ſome Remarks of my own upon the new Way of 
making Love. Pleaſe to peruſe it, and give me your 
Opinion in the Evening. | [> init: 

Lure. [Opening the Book] A French Packet-book, 
with Remarks upon the new Way of making Love! 
'Then Sir Harry is turning Author, I find. —What's 
here ? Hi, hi, hi! A Bank Bill for a hundred 
Pound. The new Way of making Love !—— 
Pardie ct fort | Gallant———One of the prettieſt Re- 
marks that ever I ſaw in my Life! Well now, that 
Wildair's a charming Fellow ; Hi, hi,. hi! —He 
has ſuch an Air, and ſuch a Turn in what he does! I 
warrant now there's a Hundred home-bred Blockheads 
wou'd come, Madam, I'll give you a Hundred 
Guineas if you'lllet me.—Faugh ! hang their nauſeous 
immodeſt Proceedings. Here's a. Hundred 
Pound now, and he never names the Thing ; I love an 
impudent Aftion with an Air of Modeity with all my 
Heart. - [ Exit. 


The End of the Second A CT- 


ACT 
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ACT 1m. 
SCENE continues. 


Lurewell and Monfieur Marquis, 
Lure. \ ELL, Monjieur, and have you thought 
 YVY how to retaliate your ill Fortune? 
« Mor/. Madam, I have tought dat Fortune be one 
blind Bitch, Why ſhou'd Fortune be kinder to de 
Anglis Cheyalier dan to de France Marquis ? Ave L 
not de bon Grace? Ave not I de Perfonage? Ave L 
not de Underftanding ? Can de Anglis Chevalier dance 
bettre dan I? Can de Anglis Chevalier fence better 
dan I? Can de Anghs Chevalier play Baffet better 
darr I? Den why ſhould Fortune be kinder to de An- 
glis Chevalier dan de France Marquis ? ol 
- Eare. Why f Becauſe Fortnne is blind. | 
Mov}. Blind! Yes begar, and dum and deaf too.— 
Vell den, Fortune give de Anglis Man de Riches, but 
Nature gave de France Man de Politique to corre&t de 
unequal Diſtribution. | | = 
Lure. But how can you corre& it, Monſjeur ? 
Mon/. Ecoute, Madam. Sir Arry Wildair his Vife 
Lure. And what Advantage can you make of that ? 
Mon. Begar, Madam. Hi, hy, hi! De 
_ 'Anglis man's dead Vife fall Cuckold her Uſband ! 
Lure. How, how, Sir, a dead Woman cuckold: 
_ her Huſband! | - | 
 Monf. Mark! Madam: We France-men make de- 
Diſtintion between de Defign and de Term of the 
Treaty.-——Ske canno touch his Head, but ſhe can. 
 Cuckold his Pocket of ten Touſan Livres. 
Lure. Pray explain yourſelf, Sir, | 
: Menſ. T ave Sir Arry Wildair his Vife in my Poc-- 
- "$i | "4 
Lure. How ! Sir Harry's Wife in your Pocket! 
 Monf. Hold, Madam, dere 1s an autre Difſtin&ion, 
between de Deſign and de 'Term of de Treaty. 
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Lure. Pray, Sir, no more of your Diſtin&ions, but 
ſpeak plain. 

Mon/. Wen de France-man's Politique is in his Head, 
dere 1s noting but DiſtinQion upon his Tongue.—— 
See here, Madam! I ave de aaagas of Sir Harry's 
Wife in my Pocket. 

Lure. 1s it poſlible ? 

Monſ. Voyez. 

| Lure. The very ſame, and finely drain: Pray 
Monſieur, how did you purchaſe it ? 

Monf. As me did purchaſe de PiQure, ſo me did 
gain de Subſtance, de dear, dear Subſtance, by de bon 
mien, de France Air, chatant, charmant, de Politique 
a la Tete, and dancant a la Pie, 

Lure. .Lard bleſs me! How connlag'y ſome Wo. 
men can play the Rogue! Ah! have I ound it out! 
Now, as I hope for Mercy, I am glad on't. I hate 
to have any Woman more virtuous | Myſelf, —— 
_ Here was ſuch a work with my Lady Vldair's. Piety ! 

. my Lady Wildair's Condut! and my Lady IVildair's 
Fidelity, forſooth.}: Now, dear Monfieur, ' you have 
--infallibly told me the beſt News that I ever heard in 
my Life. Well, and ſhe was but one of us! heh! 

Monſ. Oh, Madam ! me no tell Tale, me no ſcan- 
dalize de Dead ; de Picture be dumb, de Pifture ſay 
noting. 

Lure. ET come, Sir, no more DiſtinRions ; I'm 
ſure it was ſo. I wou'd have given the World for ſuch 
a Story of her while ſhe was living. She was chari- 
| table, forſooth! and ſhe was devout, forſooth'! and 
every Body. was twitted i'th? 'Feeth ' with ' my Lady 
Wildair's Reputation: And why don't you mark her 
Behaviour, and her Diſcretion ? She. goes to Church 
twice a Day, —— Ah! I hate theſe Congregation-Wo- 
men. There's ſuch a Fuſs, and ſuch a Clutter about 
their Devotion, that it makes more Noiſe than all the 
Bells in the Pariſh. ——Well, dut what Advantage can 
you make now of the PiQture ? - 

ay De Advantage of ten. touſan Livres, par- 

de. - Attendez wous, Madam, Dis Lady ;' 
ie 
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die at Montpelier in France ; I ave de Broder in dat 
City dat write me one Account dat ſhe die in dat 
City, and dat ſhe ſend me dis PiQture as a Legacy, wid 
a touſan baſe mains to de.dear Marquis, de charmant 
Marquis, mon cur le Marquis. 

\ Lure. Ay, here was "Devotion ! here was Diſcre- 
tion ! here was Fidelity! Mon ce&ur le Marquis ! Ha, 
ha, ha !— Well, but how will this procure the 
Money ? | | LS Erwin ed ol] 23S] © 
Monſ. Now, Madam, for de France Politique. 
| Lure. Ay, what 1s the French Politick ? 
 Monf. Neyer to tell a Secret to a Voman.— 


Madam, je frei votre fervitew. ' [Runs off. 
Lure, Hold, hold, Sir, we ſha'n't- part fo; I'will 
have it, __ SY: © [ Folhaws, 


Enter Standard and Fireball, ' © 
_ Fire. Hah! Look! look! look you there, Bro-. 
ther ! See how they coquet it ! Oh! there's a Look! 
there's a Simper ! there's a Squeeze for you ! ay, now 
the Marquis is at it. fMor caeur, ma foy, pardie, 
allons ; Don't you ſee how the French Rogue has the 
Head, and the Feet, and the Hands, and the Tongue, 
all going together? ot ala Ba 5\ ehg 
tand. [Walking in Diſorder.) Where's my Reaſon 7. 
Where's my Philoſophy ?. Where's my Religion now ? 
Fire, VI] tell you where they are, in your Forehead, 
Sir,——PBlood ! I fay Revenge. LA ON AN 
$:and, But how, dear Brother ? 
' Fire. Why ftab him, ſtab him now. ———T7ahan 
him, Spariard him, I ſay. * $2 hs & eco be oath: 
Stand. Stab him! Why Cuckoldom's a Hydra that 
bears a thouſand Heads ; and tho! I ſhou'd cut this one 
off, the Monſter ſtill wou'd ſprout. Muſt T murder all 
the Fops in-the Nation ; -and to ſave my Head from 
| Horns, expoſe my Neck to the Halter ? + 
Fire. *Sdeath, Sir, can't you kick and cuff ?' Kick 
one. EL in, A of $ Lt 
8tand. Cane another. - 


Fire. 
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Fire, Cut off the Ears of a third, 
Stand, Slit the Noſe of a fourth. 
Fire. Tear Cravats. 
Stand. Burn Perukes. 
Fire. Shoot their Coach-horlſes. X 
Staxd. A noble Plot. ——But now *tis laid, how ſhall 
we put it in Execution ? for not one of theſe Fellows 
ſtirs about without his Guard du Corps. Then they're 
ſtout as Heroes ; for I can aſſure you, that a Beau with 
fix Footmen ſhall fight you any Gentleman in Chrifter- 
dow. - | 
| Enter Serwant, | 
Ser. Sir, here's Mr. Clizcher below, who begs the 
Honour to kiſs your Hand. | 
Stand. Ay, why here's another Beau. | 
Fire, Let him come, let him come ; I'll ſhew you 
How to manage a Beau preſently. 
Stand, Hola, hold, Sir ; this 1s a ſimple inoffenſive 
Fellow, that will rather make us Diverſion. 
Fire. Diverſion! Ay. Why, I') knock him down 
for Diverſion. | , ; 
Stand. No, no; prithee be quiet; I gave him a 
Surfeit of Intriguing ſome Months ago before I was 
_marry'd.— Hoe. id him come up. He's worth your 
Acquaintance, Brother. | 
Fire. My Acquaintance ! What is he? _ | 
Stand. A Fellow of a firange Weathercock Hezd, 
very hard, but as light as the Wind ; conſtantly full 
of the Times, and never fails to pick up ſome Hu- 
mour or other out of the publick Revolutions, that 
proves diverting enough. Some Time ago he had got 
the Travelling Maggot in his Head, and was going to 
the Jubilee upon all -Occaſions ; but lately, fince the 
new Revolution in Europe, another x has pol- 
ſeſs'd him; and he runs ſtark mad after News and Poli- 


ticks, ; 
Enter Chncher, : 
Clin. News, News, Col. great——Eh ! what's this 
Fellow ? Methinks he has a Kind of ſuſpicious Ar. 
— Your Ear, Col,-'The Pope's dead. FRE 
014Nds 


_- 
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Stand. Where did you hear it? | 
Clin. I read it'in the publick News. {Whiſpering, 
Stand. Ha, ha, ha! And why d'ye whiſper 

it for a Secret ? | 
Cliz. Odſo ! Faith that's true——But that Fellow 

there ; what is he ? | 
$:and. My Brother Fireball, juft come home from the 

Baltick., _ T7 
Cliz. Odſo! Noble Captain, I'm your moſt hum- 

ble and obedient Servant, from the Poop to the Fore- 

caftle.—Nay a Kiſs o'tother Side, pray..——Now, 
dear Captain, tell us /the News. Odſo ! Pm fo 
pleas'd I have met you ! Well, the News, dear Cap- 
 tain——You ſaild a brave Squadronof 'Men of War to 
the Baltick.—— Well, and what then ? eh! | 
Fire. Why then————we came back again. - 
Clin. Did you, faith ?— Fooliſh! fooliſh ! very. 
fooliſh ! a right Sea Captain—— But what did 
you do? How did you fight ? What Storms did you 

- meet ? and what Whales did you ſee ? 

Fire. We had a violent Storm off the Coaſt of Fut- 

land. | 
Clin. Futland ! Ay, that's Part of Portugal. 

Well, and ſo,—you enter'd the Sound; —and 

you maul'd Copenhagen, *faith.w———— And then 

that.-pretty, dear, ſweet, pretty King of Seeger | ——— 

What Sart:of Man 1s he, ? SWFL 4... 

Fire. Why, tall and lender. Hiern hke; WE 11 
INS Tall and ſlender! Much about my Pitch ? 
en! | | | "Py | 
| Fire. Not ſogrols, not altogether ſo.-low. 
Clin. Na! Pm ſorry-for't ; very ſorry, indeed. —— 
| {Here 'Parly enters and flaniis at the Poor; Clincher 
beckons her with his Wands behing,. going backwards, and 
ſpeaking to her and the Gentlemen 3 urns.] Well, and 
| what more? And ſo yau bombarded Copenhagen, —— 

{Mrs. Parly.]J-—— Whiz, ſlap went the Bombs. [Mrs. 

Parly.] And fo Well, not altogether ſo groſs, you 
——Here'sa Letter, you Jade.) Very tall, you 

uy? Is the King very tall ?—[Here's a oy '" 

A ade. 
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Jade. ]J————[She takes the Letter, and the Gel 
_ ebſerves him. Hem ! hem |! Col. Pm mightily 
troubled with the Ptyſick of late.——Hem ! hem! 1 
ſtrange "5 28 of my Breaſt here. Hem ! but now 
it is Off again. Well, but Captain, you tell us no 
News atall. 

Fire. I tell you one Piece that all the World know, 
| and till you are a Stranger to it. 
Clin. Bleſs me ! What can this be? 
Fire. 'That you are. a Fool. 
Cln. Eh ! Witty, witty Sea Coplale. Odio! and 
I wonder, Captain, that your DN RI did not 
' ſplit your Ship to Pieces. 

Fire. Why ſo, Sir? 

Clin. Becauſe, Sir, it is ſo very Shlions; very foal. 
bw, There's Wit for you, Sir= 


© Enter Parly, ys webs gives the Col a boner 
. Odſo! A Letter! Then there's News. —— What, is 
it the foreign Poſt? What News, dear Col. what 
News? Hark ye, Mrs. Par 3 
[ He talks with Parly while the Col. reads the Letter, ] 
Stang. The Son of a Whore ! Is it he? 
: [Looks at Clincher. 
{ Reads ] Dear Madam, 
" Was afraid to break open the Seal of your Letter lf 
I fhou'd wialate the I} ork of your fair Hands. 
(Oh f fulſome' Fop 1) I therefore *with the Warmth (| 
my Kiſſes thaw'd it' aſunder. (Ay, here's: ſuch -a Turn 
of Style, as takes a fine Lady !)' 7 have no News, but 
that the Pope's dead, 'and I have ſome Pacquets wpon -that 


Afﬀair to fend tr 4 Correſpondent in Wales ; but 'T jhail 
yn 


awave all Buſineſs, and haften to wait on you at the How 
Wes with the Wings of a Flying-Poſt. 
AG WE bl POOR DL | Toby Clincher, 4 


Very well, Mr. T oy Hark'e, Brother, 


this Telew's a:Beguas. fo) $4126 p 
| Fire, 
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Fire. A damn'd Rog: | 

$:and. See here! a tter to my Wiſe! 

Fire. S'death ! let me tear him to Pieces. 

Stand. No, no, we'll manage him to more Advan- 


' tage. Take him with you, to Locket s, and. invent 


3a Way or other to fuddle him. Here, Mr. 
Clincher, 4 have prevail'd on my Brother here to. give 

you a particular Account of the whole Voyage to the 
| Found by his own Journal, if you pleaſe to honour him 


with vos Company at Locket's. 
Clin, His own pA mal Odfo, ler me ok it. ' 


$03 WIE- BED, 


the Bearing = the py. 29 wy Fi itude is 88 Mikes. 
Great News, faith.——Let me ſee. . 4c 


Neon Fas our Main-Top-Sail-Yard, being rotten in the 
Slings ; two Whales Seutbward.—— Odo! ! A Whale! 
| Great News, faith. Come, come along, Captain,: But, | 


d'ye hear ?, with this Proviſo, Gentlemen, thatsI won't 


drink; for, hark'e, Captain, between you and'I; there's 


a fine Lady in the Wind, and 1 ſhall have the Lonpi- 
tude and. Latitude of a fine Lady, and the——— 
. Fire. A fine Lady! Ah the Rogue! [Hed 
___ Clin, V's We 1A Colonel, Avey fine Lady. 
e, .no Ceremony, good: Captain. ... _' 
Exeont Fixeball, and Clincher. 


Send Well, Mrs. Porh,. how,go the reſt of our | 
Par. Why, worſe and worſe, Sir; here's mors Miſ- 


chief ſtill, more Branches a ſprouting. 
Stand, Of whoſe planting, pray ? 


Par. Why, that umpudent Ro Sir H 
y Tldair's Brother, has commenc'd. bis "Paic, 20d _7 


'Vor, I, na 


Counſel already. 


_ "Well, Child, there's your Pay ; and I expe, when | 
'..corhe-back, a true. Account how the 'Buſineſs goes on, 


- come -back ? 


F-hun't ftay. 
' #481 ' : . py | 
P SC ENE charger to \@nother Room ' in the ſame Houſe, 


me?” As Þ hope to breathe, t think *tis'the beſt penn'd 
| Piece'T have ſeen a (great while, I don't know any of 
_ our Authors: have wrote in'ſo florid and” genteel a 
J x 1/2. Upon / the - SubjeR,” Madam, I dare affirm 
- there” 38'nothing extant more moving. 
' Madam, ' F'am | an | Author 'rich 'in Expreſſions ;- the 


'\might in Chaucer's Time, perhaps, ' have paſs'd for 


- raviſh'& Female to a+ Rapture.——In fhort, Madan, 


lime,” banter Cicero in Eloquence, and Dr, Swan in 
 Quibbling, by the Help of that moſt ingenious Society, 


_ eall'd Love; they-ſay *tis clear out in France. 


126 Sir Harry Wildair; Geing 
| Look here, Sir, two Pieces, for 
which, by Article, I am to receive four. 

Stand. "Tis a hard Caſe now, that a Man muſt gire 
four Guineas for the good News of his Diſhonour, 
Some: Men throw away their Money in debauching 


_ other Men's Wives, and T lay out mine to keep my own 


honeſt :\ But this is making a Man's Fortune !— 


; Par. But ſuppoſe the Bys'neſs- be done before you 


Stand. No, no; ſhe ha'n't ſeen 'him yet ; and her 
Pride will preſerve her againſt the firſt Aſſaults; Beſides, 
PM oo rtÞ ” [ Exeunt Col. and Par. 


2 Brzep Wildair and Lurewell. 
Tee. Well now, ' Sir Harry, this Book you -pare 


Look ye, 
 needy'Poets of 'the Age''may fill their Works with 
| Rhapfodies of 'Flames and Darts, and barren Sighs and 

'Tears,-their\ſpeaking Looks' and amorous Vows, that 
| Lovez + but' now, *tis ' only fuck” as T can touch that 

noble Paſſion; and by the 'true,” perſcnafive Eloquence, 
 $urn'd in the moving Style of Louis d'Ors, can raiſe the 


I'll match Coavly in Softneſs, o'ertop Mzlton in Sub- 


call'd the Bank of 'Eng/and. | a 
Lure. Ay, Sir Harry, T begin to hate that old Thing 


" Will 
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| Wild. Clear out, clear out, no Body. wears it : And 
- here too, Honeſty went out with the ſlaſh'd Doublets, 
.- and Love with the cloſe-body'd Gowns. Love! 'tis 
' ſo-obſolete, ſo mean, and out of Faſhion, that I can 
compare it to nothing but the miſerable Picture of 
. Patient "Grizxel at the Head of an old Ballad 
Faugh : | bo bi . 

= Ha; ha, ha!—The beft Emblem in the World: 
 — Come, Sir Harry, faith-we'll, run it down.—— 
Love !-———Ay, methinks T Tee the mournful Me/ 

 mene with her Handkerchief ather Eye, her Heart full 
of Fire; her Eyes full of Water, Ker Head full of Mad- 
nefs, and her Mouth full of Nonſenſe, ——Oh ! hang 


it. | Fran” » | ; 44 
Wild. Ay, Madam. Then the doleful Ditties, pi- 
teous Plaints, the Daggers, the Poiſons ! 
Lure. Oh the Vapours ! EI 


-- 


- Wild. Then' a* Man muft kneel, and a:Man muſt 
ſwear———There is a Repoſe, I ſee, in the next Room. 


Her On Oe _ 
Lure, Unnataral Stuff. | Te 
Wild.” Oh, Madam, the moſt unnatural Thing inthe 
World; as fulfome as a Sack-Poſlet, [ Pu/ling her to- 
 -wards the Door.) ungentcel as a Wedding-Ring, and as 
impudent as the naked Statue was in the Park. 
MW Lett 4 as [Pulls her again. 
' Lure. Ay, Sir Harry; I hate Love: that's impu- 
dent. Theſe Poets dreſs it up ſo in their Tragodies, 
_ that no modeſt Woman can bear it.' Your Way is - 
much the more tolerable, I muſt confels.. | 
Wild. Ay, ay, Madam ; I hate-your-rude Whining 
and Sighing 3 it puts a Lady out of -Countenance. 
Lure, Truly fo it does—— Hang their Impudence. 
- But where are we going? PERF RL Oy 
Wild. Only to rail at Love, Madam. *{ Palls her in, 


ee; | Enter Banter. ko 
Ban. Hey ! Who's here? {Lurewell. comes back. 


P' 2: | Lure. 


ey" s.% C 4 4 WT) 
m Mm. 
ec . 


t28 Sir Harry Wildair; being 

| Lare. Pſhaw, prevented by a Stranger too! Had 
it been my Huſband now——Pſhaw !-— Very fami- 
| liar, Sir. [Banter takes up Wildair's Hat, that.ava; 


2 dropt in the Ron, 
| Ban, Madam, you have dropt your Hat. 
Lure. Diſcover'd too by a Stranger !—— What 
ſhall I do ? > 911 3 


Wild. { From within. ]-——— Madam, you have pot 
the A. confounded Pens here! Can't you pet - 
- Colonel to write the Superſcriptions of your Letters 
_ ':, ou? 7; x p30 PRI 5 1 ITN OF 3a oh. <4 | 
__ "Lure: Bleſs me, Sir Harry / Don't you know that 
| the Colonel can't write French ? Your 'Time is fo pre- 
Wild. Shall I dire by Way of Roan or Paris ? 
Lure. Which you will - 
Ban. Madam, FT very 'muck applaud your Choice of 
| a Secretary 3 he underſtands the Intrigues of moſt 
Courts in wrope they AACR aS —_ 
= '- © Pater Wildair avith @ Letter, 
 Viild. Here, Madam, I preſume, 'tis right——— 
This Gentleman a Relation of yours, Madam ?—— 
| et nbd Sohooted Tt anda (Afide. 
© - Ban. Brother, 'your humble Servant. 
Wild. Brother! By what Relation, Sir? 
mY Hy: Foſs ten by the ſame Father, born of the ſame 
Mother, Brotlier Kindred,” and Brotfiex Beau. 
__ Wild. Hey-day! How the Fellow ftrings his Ge- 
' nedlopy!————ELook'ye, Sir, you may be Brother to 
Tom- 6 for aught 4 know ; but if you are my Bro- 
ther—— cou'T have wiſh'd you in. your Mother's 
Womb for an Hour or two longer. [ A/ede. 
Ban. Sir, I receiv'd your Letter at Oxford, with 
- your Commands to meet you in Longer; and if you can 
remember your own. Hand, there it is. 
$1 [Gives a Letter. 
| Wild. [ Looking ower the Letter.) Oh! Pray, Sir, let 
me conſider you a little —By ., pra a pretty Boy, 
\ @ very pretty Boy; a handſome Face, good For 
| Walk 
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Walks about and views him.) well dreſsd- The 
"fas: has got a Leg too. Come kiſs me, Child. 
———Ay, he kiſſes like one of the Family, the right 
Velvet Lip. Can'ſt thou dance, Chud ? 

Ban. Ouy, Monſieur. 

Lure. Hey-day | French too; Why ſure, Sir, you 
cou'd never be bred at Oxferd! 

Ban. No, Madam, my Cloaths were «ot in Lon- 
4in—Brother, I have ſome Afﬀairs of Conſequence to 
communicate, which require a little Privacy. 

Lure, Oh, Sir! I beg your Pardon, I'll leave you. 
vir = you'll ſtay Supper? _ 

d. Aſlurement, Madam. 

an "Yeu Madam, we'll both lay. 

Wild. Both ! Sir, Pl fend you back to your 
 Mutton-Commons again, How now ? 

Ban, No, no; I ſhall find better Mutton-Commons 
by meſſing with you, Brother= Come, Sir | 
Harry; if you ſtay, I ſtay; if you go, allons.. 

Wild. Why, he Devil's in this young Fellow. —— 
Why, Sirrah, haſt thou, any. Thoughts of being my. 
Heir ? Mite! you Dag, you ought to pimp for -me; 

you-ſhou'dikeep a Pac : of Wenches o'purpoſe to hunt. 
oe Matrimony. Don't you know, Sir, that lawful 
Wedlock-in' me is certain pra? to, yon Look ye, 
Sirrah, come along 5 and for m oy TH inment juſt 
_— if don't get me a new fre "o-night, 11 

o-morrow, ' and won't leave y you : a Groat,— | 
Go, | Pimp, ike a dutiful Brother, 


"UI Mm. and Exit 


4 The Bal the Third ACT. wy 
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ACT 1v.. 
| SCENE, A Tavern 
Eur Fireball, banbng in Clincher. 


Fire. \Ome, Sir; .not it drink the King's Health ! 


Clin.. Pray now, good Captain, excuſe. me, 
Look: Ts Sir ; the [| Pul, Pull, Wa 


Minate, the critical Minute, faith. 

Fire, What d'ye mean, Sir ?. | 

Clin. The Lady's critical Minute, Sir. —Sir, your 
humble Servant. [ Going, 


Fire. Well! The Death of . this Spaniſh King will— 


. Clin. [ Returning.) Eh ! What's that of the Spaniſh 


King? Tell me, dear Captain, tell me. 


Fire. Sir, if you pleaſe to fit down, I'll tell you that 


old Don Carlos A dead. 


Clin. Dead !-="_ Nay, then. fins ot 9% WR gre 
Pen and Ink, Boy; Pen and 
write tO my; Corre pondent i in Wakes {a ead | 


[ Riſes, and wwalks about in Diſorder. 
. Fare... What's the matter, Sir ? 


_ Clin, Politicks, . Politicks, ſtark mad. with Politicks. | 


Fire. *Sdeath, Vi what have ſuch Fools as you to 
do with Politicks ? 
_ Clam. What, Sin? - The Succeſſion. 
mind the Succeſſion ! 
Fire. Nay, that's minded already ; ; *tis ſettled upon 
a Prince of France. /. \. .. 
Clin. What, ſettled already ! The beſt News 
_ that ever came into England. ——— Come, Captain, 
faith and troth, Captain, here's a Health to the Suc- 
ceſhon. 
Fire. Burn the Succeſſion, Sir. I won't drink it. 
—— —- What, drink Confufion to our Trade, Religion 
and Liberties! 
_ Clin, 


— Not 


ang out bis W atch.] critical - 


PY OEAR. - 
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Clin. Ay, by all Means. As for 'Trade, d'ye 
ſce, I'm a Gentleman, and hate it mortally, Theſe _ 
Tradeſmen are the. moſt impudent Fellows. we have, 
and ſpoil all our good Manners... What have we to do 
with "Trade ? 


| Fire. Atrim Politician, truly \——And what do you. 
| think of our Religion, pray? - 

Clin, Hi, hi, hi!——Religion 1—And what has a 
Gentleman to do with Religion, pray ?—And to hear 
a Sea Captain talk of Religion ! That's pleaſant, faith_ 


Fire, And have you no Regard to our Liberties, | 
Sir? 


Clin. Pſhaw ! Liberties ! that's A. Jeſt, We Beaux 
ſhall have Liberty to whore and drink in any. a 
ment, and that s all we care for, mo—_ 


Enter Standard. . 


Dear Colonel, the rareſt News! . 


Stand. Damn your News, Sir; why are. yu not 
drunk by this ? 

Clin. A very civil. Queſtion, truly} 

Stand. Here, Boy, bring in the. | RE EIN ©} 

Clin. This is a Piece of Politicks that I don't fo 
well comprehend. 

Stand. Here, Sir; now drink jt off or [Drans.] Ex» 
peR your . Throat. cut. 

Clin, Ay, this comes ,o'th Succeſſion; | 'Fire and 
Sword already. 

Stand. Come, Sir, off. with it. 22M 
F: Clin. Pray, Colonel, what have I done to be burnt. 

we ? 

Stand, Drink, Sir,..I fay——Brother, manage him, 
I muſt be gone. [Aide to Fireball, and Exit, 

Fire, Ay, drink, Sir. _. _ 

Clin. Eh! What the _Devil, attack'd both by Sea! 
and Land! Look ye, Gentlemen, if I muſt be 


| priou'd, Pray let me chuſe my own Doſew——Were 
a Lord now, I thou'd have the Privil .of the 
Block. ; and as 'm a Gentleman, pray me with 


P 4 _ Claret 
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Claret at leaſt }- don' t let me die like a Bawd, with 
Brandy. 
"Fire. "Brandy, you Dog! ! abt Brandy ! Flat Trea- 
fon againſt the wt Lhe way ——-Sirrah, I'll teach you 
to abuſe the Fleet: - Here, 7 v3 GNOAIR 


! | 
" 26 Shark. 

Get three or four of the -md $ Ciew, and preſs this 
Fellow aboard the Belzebub. 

. Sha. Ay, Maſter: [ Exit, 

Clin. What! aboard the Belzebub /=——Nay, nay, 
dear Captain, Pl! chuſe to go to the Devil this Way, 
Here, Sir, your .$00d Health ;———and my own Con- 
_ fuſion,' I'm afraid.” [Drinks it of. ] Oh ! Fire ! Fire! 
Flames ! 'Brimſtone ! and Tobacco ! 


Beats his Stomach, 

Fire, Hee, quench it, quench It then.—— Take 
the Glaſs, Sir, . 

Clin. What, another Broadfide ! nay then, I'm ſunk 
downright. —— Dear Captain, give me Quarter, con- 
ier the preſent Junfture of Aﬀairs ; you'll a my 
Lead, ruin my Politicks ; faith you ' wal.” 

Fire. Here, Shark. 

Clin, Well, well, I will drink—— The Devil take 
Shark for me. [Drinks.} Whiz, Buz—Don't you hear 
it? Put your Ear to'my Breaſt, and hear how it whiz- 
zes like a hot Iron.——Eh ! Bleſs me, how the Ship 
Tolls !——I can't ſtand n ons. Bey. ? my ou faith, 
Dear 409m. give me a Kiſs, — Ay, burn the Suc- 
ceſſion. -Look * Ye Captain,” "Pha | be Sea-ſick 
preſently.” | ae [Fall into FirebalPs Arms, 


+ Enter Shark; and NAS ith Chair. 
. Fire, Here, in with hint. | 
Sha. Ay, ay, Sir- Avaſt, avaſt - Here, 
Boy. ———No Nat! left.- — ITY the Glaſs. 
Fire. Bring him aolty,” Hit 
© Cliz. Tolucks, Politicks, Brandy, Politicks ! 


SCENE 
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S CENE change to  Lurenell' Mor. #4 


fe $1571 oa ff! 


(25) 11 okie Earrqatl ht FT 
Lure. Did you' ever fee ſuch an im 2MPALOY SAY 

Rogue as that Banter ? He follow'd his Ibother up an 

down from. Place to Place fo very. cloſe, thas. mom | 

not ſo miich' as whiſper. If 

Par. 1 reckon Sir Harry will diſpoſe. of kim now, 
I Madam, ' where he may. be ſecur'd,———- But won- 
der, Madam, why Clincher comes not PRO to his 
© Letter !.it is near the Hour, , , 

Lure. 1 wiſh, Parhy, that no Harm 'm hy Fe me. 
to day ; for I had a moſt frightful Dream \Night ; 
I dreamt of a Mouſe.” ©. 

' Par. *Tis firange, Madam, you ſhoy'd be ſo much 
afraid of that little: Creature tliat can'do you no Harm! - 
Lure. Look ye, Girl, we Themes of Quali " 

each of us ſome darling Frigh I now : 

Mouſe ; my Lady Thane a 'abhors a Catz Mrs. Fi. 

dlefan can't' bear a Squires the Counteſs of Piguet 

Mn a Frog, and d my Lady  Swimair hates. a 
als. 1, & {+ af b. EE: + \.7 


% - Buter OFT ruming.. 

Mer. Madard! Madam! Madam ! Pardie voyez,—. 
LR - agent TA warns Shewws a Bag of Money.., 
| re. As T hope to Cen 

Well, but how ? ow, dear Monſieur pry ne 
| Mar.' Ah, Madam'!.. Begar, Monficur Sir 4 whe. 
one Pigeaneag——Voyez, Madam ! me did tell 
dat my Broder.m Montpelier did. furniſe his Lady wid 
ten Touſan' Livres for de Expence. of her 'Travaille;_ 
and dat ſhe not able.to write when ſhe was dying, 
; did give bim de/Pifture for de Carte gp. te e Cre-. 
3 Geng to receive-de Money from, her H Ke { | 
Je: | * :Wob Th 
| * Lure, The bet Plotia the World. gn ada 
; him, that your Brother: dats P 

wach 
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when her Bills, 1 ſuppoſe, were delay'd,——You put 
in that, -Hpreſaimes ot oh ines 5 | 

Mar. Ouy, ouy, Madam. 

Lure. And that, upon her Death-bed ſhe gave your 
Brother'the PiQture, as a Certificate to Sir Barry that 
ſhe had receiv'd - the Money, which Pi&ure- your Bro- 
i bx over to you, with Commiſſion to receive the 

edt! | FME 8 | 

Mar. Affurement ———Dere was de Politique, de 
France Politique !=—See, Madam, what he can 
do,..de- France -Marquis ! He did make de Angliſe 
Lady cuckle ;her Huſband when-ſhe was living, and 
ſheat him when ſhe was dead, Begar : Ha, ha hal—— 
Oh !. Pardie, cet bm. 

Lure, Ah! But what did Sir Harry ſay ?. 

Mat. Oh'! begar Monſieur Chevalier he love his 
Vife:z: he ſay, dat if ſhe takes up a Hundre Touſan Li- 
vres, he wou'd' repay it 3  he-knew de Picture, he fay, 
and order me de Money from. his Stewar—— Oh Notre 
Dame !- Monfieur Sir Arry be one Dupe. 

Lure, Well but, Monſieur, I long to know one 
Thing. Was the Conqueſt you made of his Lady ſo 
eaſy ? What Afaults did you make ? And what Re- 
fiſtance did ſhe ſhew ? 

Mar. Reſiſtance againſt de France Marquis | Voyez, 
Madam ; dere was tree Deux-yeux, one Serenade, and | 
two. Capre.; dat was all, begar. *' _ 

Lare, Chatillionte! There's nothing. in Nature fo 
ſweet to a longing Woman, as a malicious Story.—— 
Well, -Menfieur ! 'tis about a thouſand Pound ; we go 


x 


Snavkes, i 5 21 Goat VEL on 
Marv. Snacke! Pardie,---for what ? _ Snacke, 
Madam ?- Me vill give -you+ de: Preſent of Fifty Louis 
a"Ors; dat is ver! good Snacks for you, OO 
Lure. And you'll-give me no-more? Very well! 
Mar. Ver well! Yes--begar, 'tis ver' well. —— 
Confidre, Madam, me be de poor Refugee, me 'ave no- 
ting but de religions Charite, / andide- F7axce Politique, 
de Fruit of -my own Addreſs 3 dat is' all | + 


Lure. 
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Lure. Ay, an Obje& of Charity, with a ens _ 
Pound in fs Fiſt ! Emb! Oh Monſieur ; that's my 
Huſband, .I know his knock. | Knocking below.) He 
muſt not ſec you. Get into the Cloſet till by and by, 
[ Hurries him in. | and if I don't be w—_—_ 'd —_ tree . 
France Politique, then have I no_ Erg/ifs Politi | 
Hang the Rm 1 won'd not for twicea t oufand , 
Pound forbear abuſing this virtuous Woman to' her . 
Huſband, | | 


Show Parly. 
Par. "Tis Sir Harry, Madam. 
Lure. As I cou'd wiſh. Chairs! 


—___ #nter Wildair. 
Wild, Here, Mrs. Parly, in the firſt - Plact I ſacrifice 
a Louis d'Or to thee for good Luck. OT | 
Par. A Guinea, Sir, will do as well. 
Wild. No, no, Child ; French Money is always moſt 
ſucceſsful in Bribes, and very much in F aſhion, Child. 


Enter Dicky, and runs to Sir Harry. | 
Dich. Sir, will you pleaſe to have your own Night- 


| Caps? 


id. Sirrah! | 

Dick. Sir, Sir ! ſhall I order your Chair to the Back- 
door by Five o'Clock in the Morning ? 

Wild. 'The Devil's in the Fellow. Get you 
—[ Dicky runs out.] Now, dear Madam, I have le. 
. cur'd my Brother, you have diſpos'd of the Colonel, 
- we'll rail at Love til'we ha'n't a Word more to 
a 

”O Ay, Sir Harry—Pleaſe to fit a little, Sir.— 
Yeungtinos Fe m in a ſtrange Humour of aſking yon | 
_ Queſtions,———How did you like your Lady, pray 
ir 

Wild. Like her! Ha, ha, ha !——$0 very well, | 
faith, that for her very Sake I'm in Love with every 
Woman I meet, 

Lurs, And did Mavrimony pleaſe you extreme]; re ? : 

d. 
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Wild. So. very much, that if Poly y were al. 
low'd, 'T wou'd have a new Wife every hes. = 
Lure. Oh, Sir Harry! this is Raillery. But your 
ſerious Thoughts upon the Matter, pray. + 


Wild. Why then, Madam, to. ove you my. true 


_ Sentiments of Wedlock : T had a Lady that I marry'd 
by Chance, ſhe was virtuous by Chance, and I lov'd 
Her by great Chance. Nature gave her Beauty, Edu- 
| cation and Air, and Fortune threw a young Fellow of 
five and twenty .in her Lap, —- I courted her all Day, 
lov'd her all Night, ſhe was my Miſtreſs one Day, and 


my Wife another: I found in. one- the Variety ofa 


"Thouſand, and the' very Confinement: of Marriage 
gave me the Pleaſure of Change. BY 
Lure. And ſhe was very virtuous? 
FFild. Look ye, Madam, you know ſhe was beauti- 
ful. She had good Nature # dk her Mouth, the Smile 
of Beauty in her Cheeks, ſparkling Wit in her Fore- 
_ head, and {prig tly Love in her Eyes. | 


Lure, Pſhaw! I knew her very well; the Woman 


was well enough. But you don't anſwer my Queſtion, 
oIr. | 


Wild. So, Madam, as I told you. before, ſhe was 


young and beautifu), I was rich and vigorous; my 
Eſtate gave me a Luſtre to my Love, and a Swing to 
our Enjoyment; round, like the Ring that made us 
one, our golden Pleaſures circled without End. | 
Lure. Golden Pleaſures ! Golden Fiddlefticks !— 
What d'ye tell me of your canting Stuff ? Was ſhe vir- 
cuous, I ſay ? _ ; 
Will. Ready to burſt with Envy; but I will tor- 
ment thee alittle. [ffde.) So, Madam, I powder'd to 
pleaſe her, ſhe dreſs'd to engage- me; we toy'd away 
the Morning in amorous Nonſenſe, loll'd - away the 
Evening in. the Park,: or the Play-houſe, and all the 
Night———— Hem! = 
ure. Look ye, Sir, anſwer my Queſtion, or I ſhall 
take it ill, WEE | | 
W:1d4. Then, Madam, there was never fuch a Pat- 
tern of Unity,.——— Her Wants were fill prevented 


by 


A ww, ws >, Le py 


=o 
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my Supplies 3 own Heart whiſper'd me her 
Vs: aoofaſe | ſhe hte was there; no Contention 
ever roſe, but the-dear Strife of Who ſhou'd moſt ob- 
| lige; no Noiſe about Authority ; for neither would _ 
ſt59p to command, cauſe both OP it Glory to. 


obe 


PAM Stuff | Stuff ! Stuff! -I won't believe A 
Word on't. 

Wi1d. Ha, ha, hat 'Then, Mai: we never felt * 
the Yoak of Matrimony, becauſe our Inclinations made ' 
us one ; a Power ſuperior to the Forms of Wedlack. 
The Marriage Torch had loft its weaker Light in the 
bright Flame 'of- mutual 7 tor tfac Join'd our Hearts | 
before. Then 

Lure. Hold, hold, Sir ; ; 1 cannot bear it ; Sir Har- 
ry, I'm" aMonted. | 

Wild, Ha, ha, hat Aﬀronted 1 | | 

Lure. Yes, Sir; 1t is an Aﬀront to any Woman to 
hear another! commended; and I will refent jt, — 
In thort, 'Sir Harry, your Wife was a L 

Wild. Buz, Madam.—— No Detrattion. —_ Pl _ 
you what ſhe was.———So much an Angel in her Con-_ 
du&, that tho? I faw another in her Arms, I ſhou'd have 
thought the Devil had rais'd the Phantom, and my 
more conſcious Reaſon had Joon my Eyes the Lye. 

Lure. Very well! Then I a'n't to be believ'd, it 
ſeems.———}ut dye hear, Sir? 

\ Wild. Nay, Madam, do you hear ? I tell you, it is 
* not in the Power of Malice to caſt a Blot upon her 
. Fame; and tho? the Vanity of our Sex, and the Envy 
of yours, conſpir'd both againſt her Honour, I wou'd 
not hear a Syllable. [8 topping his Ears. 

= Cure. Why then, as I hope to breathe, you ſhall 
S hear it——The Piture ? the Picture ! the Piture! | 
Bqran, & aloud. 

ou Ran, tan, tan. A Piſtol-bullet from } 'to 


y That PiQure which you had juft now Go 
the French Marquis for a thouſand Pound; that very 
Picture did your very virtuous Wife ſend to the Mar- 

| 7s quis 


138. Sir Harry Wildair ; being. 


quis as a Pledge of her very Frog and dying Aﬀec. 


tion. .So that you are both robb'd of your Honour, and 

cheated of your Money. [ Aloud, 
Wild, Louder, louder, Madam, | 
Lure. I tell you, Sir, your Wife was a Jilt ; I know 

it, Il ſwear it.—She virtuous ! She was a Devil. 
Wild. ( Sings.) Tal, lal, deral. 


© . f'% 


Lure. Was ever the like ſeen! He won't hear me 


——  —] burſt with Malice, and now he won't mind me! 
— Won't you hear me yet? 
Wild. No, no, Madam. ES: | 
Lure. Nay, then I can't bear it. [Burſts out a crying.) 
—— Sir, I muſt ſay that you're an, unworthy Perſon, 
' to uſe a Woman of Quality at this Rate, when ſhe has 
her Heart full of Malice ; 1 don't know but it may 
| make me miſcarry. Sir, I ſay again and again, 'that 
ſhe was no better than one of us, and I know it ; I have 
ſeen it with my Eyes, ſo I have. ; 
Wild. Good Heav'ns deliver me, I beſeech thee, 
How ſhall I ſcape? . | | 
Lure. Will you not hear me yet? Dear, Sir Harry, do 
but hear me; P'm longing to ſpeak. 
Wild, Oh! I have it. -Huſh, huſh, huſh ! 
Lure. Fh! What's the Matter ? 
Wild. A Mouſe ! a Mouſe | a Mouſe! 
Lure. Where? where? where ? 


Lure. Your Petticoats, your Petticoats, Madam ! 


—_ | [Lure. /oricks and runs, 
Wild. O my Head! I was neyer worſted by a Wo- 
man before.— But I have heard fo much as to 


know the Marguis to be a Villain, [ Knocking.) Nay 


then, I muſt run for't. [ Runs out, and returns, |—— 
The Entry is ſtopt by a Chair coming. in ; and ſome- 
thing there is in that Chair that, I will diſcoyer, if I 
can find a Place to hide myſelf. [Goes to the Cliſet- 


door.) Faſt! I have Keys about, me for moſt Locks 
—— Let me ſce.- Tries ont | 


about St. James's 
}- No, no; this opens my Lady . Planthorn's 


Back-door. [Tries another. ]——Nox this; this | 
is the Key to my Lady Stakeai/'s Gardgn, [Tris © , 


Third.) 


«6a «a. 
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T bird.) Ay, ays this does it, faith. | 
| {Goes into the Chſer, ond peeps out. 


| Enter Shark and another, with. Clincher in a Chair; 
arl | 
Par. Hold; hold, Friend 7 i gave you Orders to 
Jug in your dirty Chair into the Houſe ? 
'$ha. My Maſter, Sweet-heart, 
Par. Who is your Maſter, Impudence ? | 
$ha. Every Body, Sauce-box.———And 'for the 
preſent here's my Maſter! and if you have any Thing 
to ſay to him, there he is for ye. [Lugs Clincher out 
of the _ and, throws him upon the. Floor. Steer 


aways 

- Fir" What the Devil, Mr. Jubilee, is it you? 
| Par. Bleſs me !. the: Genticman's omench Murder ! 
Murder ! eden i ey AOL xo 


Enter Lurewell.' 
| Lure. Prote& me ! What's the matter, Clincher ?.. 
Par, Mr. Clincher, are you. dead, Sir? 
Clin. Yes. 
- Lure. . Oh! theni i is well Arp 6. 166 Iona you 
drunk, Sir ? 78 $44 
Clin, No. © [ 
Lure. Well! cenaidly I'm. the moſt onfortunate 2 
Woman living : All my Afﬀairs, all my Beaki! all 
my Intrigues, miſcarry.,——Faugh | the Beaſt! But, 
| Sir, what's the matter with you ? 
Clin. Politicks. 
Par, Where have. you been, Sir Y 
Clin. Shark ! > | 
Lure. What ſhall we FR with him, Parly 7 if a 
Colonel AY come, home (Now, we were 8:70. | 


| Side Standard... + 05 Nl | 

Oh, nevicble DeſtruRion ! | 
Wild: Ay, ay; unleſs 1 relieve her __ al As 

World can't fave her. - - 

Fane, Bleſs me ! What's aw? Who are you, Sir 2... 


Clin, 
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Cln. Brandy. 


Stand. See there, Madam \——Behold the Man that 


you prefer to me! And ſuch as He are all thoſe Fop. 


Gallants that+ daily haunt my Houſe, ruin your Ho." 


nour, and diſturb my Quiet.——1 urge not the ſacred 
Bond of engps PII wave' your earneſt Vows of 
Truth to me, and only lay the & ſc in equal Balance; 
_ and fee whoſe Merit bears the 6 omg NN, Dis, or 
mine, 

Wild. Well wee, Colonel. 3-5 

Stand. Suppoſe yourſelf: freely difengag'd, unmar- 
ry'd, and to make a Choice of him you thought mot 
worthy of your Love; wou'd you prefer a Brute? 
a Monkey ? one deſtin'd only for the Sport of Man? 
Yes ; take him to your Bed ; there let the Beaſt 

diſgorge his fulſome Load-in'your' fair,' tovely Boſom, 

ſmore out his Paſſion in your ſoft Embrace, and with 
the Vapours of his fick onock, perfume your ſweet 
Apartment. b',1 

Lure, Ah nauſeous! anefains? Poiſon ! 4 


Stand. 1 ne'er was taughtto ſet a Value on myſelf: 


But when compar'd to him, there Modeſty muſt ſtoop, 


_ and Indignation-give my Words a Loofe, to tell you, 
Madam, that I am a Man unblemiſh'd in my Ho-. 


nour, have nobly ſerv'd my King and Country ; and 
for a Lady's ves. r think hae _ wack not been 
defeRtive.  — - 
Wild. Egad I how'd think & 109; the Fellows 
well made. ada M8 
Stand. I'm youn s as he, my Perſon too as fair to 
| outward View; and for my Mind, 'I-rhought it cou'd 
_ diſtinguiſh right, and therefore made a' Choice of 
- Your Sex' have blefs'd - our - Iſle with 


-you. 
Benwty, /by diſtant. Nations priz'd.;\'and cou'd they - 


place their Loves wh 6 their Lovers might acquire 
the Envy of Mankin 
the World. 0" Þ OPS: FOE! IIThy "vi 

Wild. Ah, now the coaxes———He will aquer: 


_ unleſs I relieve rl in TROP ; Bo = AW; 0m 'al- * 


realy. 
ao "rand 


as well'as "oy the Wonder of 


{ 
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Stand. Add to all this, I love you next to Heav'n 3 


| Days and Nights have been to pleaſe my deareſt Wife. 
Your Pleaſure never met Controul from me, nor your 
Defires a Frown.— I never mention'd my Diſtruſt 
before, nor will I now wrong your Diſcretion, ſo as 
eer to think you made him an Appointment. 

Lure. Generous, generous Man !  [reeps. 

Wild. Nay, then 'tis Time for me; I will relieve 
| her. [ He fteals out of the Cloſet, and coming be- 

hind Standard, claps him on the Shoulder.) Colonel, 
your humble Servant. ; | 
' Stand. Sir Harry, how came.you hither? 

Wild. Ah, poor Fellow ! Thon haſt got thy Load 

with a Wine; but the Wine was humming ſtrong ; 


by e 


” 


tand, Wine, Sir Harry / What Wine ? | 
Wild. Why, 'twas new Burgundy, heady Stuff. 
In the Dog was ſoon gone, knock'd under pre- 

ently. ate TIT" i Yo nS, HO Xie pay Fa 

Stand, What, then Mr, Clincher was with you, it 
ſeems? Eh! AP SIS 

Wild. Yes faith, we have been topathr all this Af- 
ternoon : *Tis a pleaſant fooliſh Fellow. He would 


. needs give me a Welcome to Town, on Pretence of 


hearing all the News from the Jabilce, 'The Humour 
| wasnew $0 me; ſo to't we went. But tis a weak- 


headed Coxcomb! two or three Bumpers did his Buſi- 


| hnefs.———Ah, Madam ! What do 1 deſerve far this ? 
| | | Afide te Lurewell. 


Lure. Look ye there, Sir; you ſee how Sir Harry 


has clear'd my Innocence Pm oblig'd t'ye, Sir; 
but I muſt leave you to make it out. 
| [To Wild. and Ex. 


Stand, Yes, yes; he has clear'd you wonderfully, — 


| But, pray, Sir —I ſuppoſe you can inform me how Mr. 
: Clincher came into my Houfe? Eh! 


Wild. Ay: Why you muſt know that the Fool 


| got preſently as drunk as a Drum; ſo I had him 
| tumbl'd/into a Chair, and ordered the Fellows to car- 


"7 


and by that Heav'n I ſwear, the conſtant Study of my 


1 have gue a Touch on't mylſelf.. [Reehs a bitte. 
S 7 


—_— 
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ry him home. Now you muſt know, he lodges but 

three Doors off; but the Boobies, it ſeems, miſtook 

the Door, and brought him in here, like a Brace of 

Loggerheads. SS I { 
Stand. O yes; fad Loggerheads, to miſtake a Door MW 

in Tames-Street for a Houſe in Covent-Garden,——— 


Here—— | [ 
Ent er Ser wart fs , 
'Take away .that Brute. IR 
DOE. [Servants carry off Clincher, 
And you ſay 'twas new Burgundy, Sir Harry, very ſtrong, 


"Wild. Fgad, there'is ſome Trick in this Matter, f 
and I ſhall be diſcover'd. [4/ide.] Ay, Colonel; but M”? 
1 muſt be gone : I'm engag'd to meet———Colonel, 61 
I'm your humble Servant. - .__ Tons, Hs | 

Stand. But, Sir Harry, where's your Hat, Sir? DF 
*Fild. Oh Morbleu !' Theſe Hats, Gloves, Canes, 
and Swords, are the Ruin of all our Deſigns, [4f4, |; 
Stand. But where's your Hat, Sir Harry? _ 
Wild. I'll never intrigue again with any Thing about. 
me but what is juſt bound to my Body, How ſhall 
I come off ?. Hark ye, Colonel, in your Ear;, 
I would,not, have your Lady hear it. You muſt 
know, juſt as I came into. the Room here, what ſhou'd 
I ſpy but a great Mowle running acroſs that Cloſet- 
door : I took no notice, for fear your Lady ſhould be. 
frighted, but with all my Force (d'ye ſee) 1 flung my 
Hat at it, and fa threw it into the Cloſet, and there 1t 
hes. Ss ge 
Stand. And fo, thinking to kill the Mouſe, you 
flung your Hat into that Cloſet, 
'W; 4, Ay, ay ; that was all. I'll go fetch it. 
Stand. No, Sir Harry, I'll bring it out. 
| 3 | [Goes anto the Cliſet, WMS:v 
Wild. Now have I told a Matter, of twenty Lyes ina 
Breath. ea CL or dota  Wou 
_ Stand. Sir Harry ! Is this the Mouſe that you threw, Weny 
your Hat at? | = PR | fine 
[Standard comes in awith the Hat in one Hand, and ry 
__ hawling in the Marquis with the other. wt Prig 

/ 1 ' 


e. 


Wild. I'm amaz'd! 

Mar. Pardie, Pm amaze too. ED 
Stand.. Look'e, Monſteur Marquis, as for your Part, 

I hall cut your 'Throat, Sir. Rs © A hat. KAR 
Wild. Give me Leave, I muſt cut his Throat firſt. 


Mar. Vat! Bote cut my Treat! Begar, Meflieurs, ' 
] ave but one Troat. 
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Enter Parly, and runs to Standard. 
Par. Sir, the Monſieur is innocent ; he came upon 
another Deſign, My Lady begins to be penitent, and, 
if you make any Noiſe, *twill ſpoil all. gs 
Stand, Look'e, Gentlemen, I have too great a Con- 
kdence in the Virtue of my Wife, to think it in the 
Power' of you, or you, | Sir, to wrong my Honour : 
But-l am bound to guard her Reputation, ſo that no 
Attempts be made that may provoke'a Scandal, 'There- 
ſore, Gentlemen, let me tell you, it is Time to defift. . 


bs; F [Exit. 
Wild. Ay, ay ; ſo it is, faith, Come, Monſieur, I 
muſt talk with you, Sir, [Exeunt, 


TLDS EEISSESEEES E-ESY 
GO T.Y..... 

SCENE, Standard's Houſe. 
Enter Standard and Fireball. 


Sand. N ſhort, Brother, a Man may talk till Doomſ- 

day of Sin, Hell, ' and Damnation : But 
your Rhetorick will ne'er convince a Lady that there's 
any Thing of a Devil in a handſome Fellow with a 
ne Coat, You muſt ſhew the Cloven- foot, expoſe the 
prute, as I have done; and tho? her Virtue ſleeps, her 
$ de will ſurely take th' Alarm. 


Firs. 
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Fire. Ay, but if you had let me cut off one of the 
Rog ue's Ears before you fent him away 


Stand. No, no ; the Fool has ſerv'd my Turn, with- 
out the Scandal of a publick Reſentment ; and the |. 
fe has ſhewn that my Deſign was right: I've touch's 
| her very Heart, and ſhe reſents apace. 


Enter Lurewell running. 

Lure, Oh! my Dear, ſave me! I'm Cightes out of 
my Life. 

Fire. Blood and Fire! Madam, who dare touch 
you ? [Draws his Sword and lands before her, 

Lure. Oh, Sir! a Gholt a Ghoſt! I have ſeen it 
twice. 

Fire. Nay then, we Soldiers have nothing to-do 
' with Ghoſts ; ſend for the Parſon, { Sheaths his Saword, 

Stand. Tis Fancy, my Dear, nothing but Fancy, 

Lure. Oh dear Colonel ! Þ'll never lie alone again : 
I'm frighted to Death ; I ſaw it twice ; twice it ſtalk'd 
by. my Chamber-door, and with a kcllow Voice ut- 
ter'd a piteous Groan. 

Stand. This is ftrange! Ghoſts by Day light !— 
Come, my Dear, along with m3 don' t ſhrink, we'll 


feeto find this Ghott. er ot or ye.  [Eoeant, 


SCENE changer to te FRY 


Enter Wildair, Marquis, Fey Dicky. 

Wild. Dicky ? | 

Dick. Sir. 

Wild. Do you remember any / Thing of a chouſan 
Pounds lent to my Wife in Py” by a Frenc 
Gentleman ? 

"Mar. Ouy, Monſieur Dicky, you. remembre de 
Gentleman, - he was one Marquis. 

Dick. Marqui, Sir! I think, for my Part, that all 
the Men in France are Marqui's. We met above 
thouſand Marqui's, but the Devil of one 'of 'em could 
lend a thouſand Pence, much leſs a thouſand Pound. 

Mar. Morbleu, qui dit vous, Bougre le Chien k, 


" 


_——_—_ AS - Aris A b 
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Wild. Hold, Sir, pray anſwer me one _— 
What made you fly your Country? . 

Mar. My Religion, Monſieur. ' T6 og 
Wild. So you fled for your Religion out of France ; ; 
| andarea downright Atheitt in England # A very ten« 

der Conſcience truly! 

Mar. Begar, Monſieur, my Conſcience be de ver? 
tendre; he no ſuffre his Mattre to ſtarve, pardie. 

Wild. Come, Sir, no Ceremony ; ud | 

Mar. Refunde.! Vat is dat re unde ? Parlez Frax- 
fats Monſieur 

Wild. No, Sir; I tell you i in plain Bugh h, return 
my Money,'or Pll lay you by the Heels. 

Mar. Oh ! Begar dere is de Anglis-man now. Dere 
is de Law for me. De Law ! Ecoute, Monſieur Sir 
Arry——V oyez a De France Marquis ſcorn de 
Law. My Broder lend your Vife de Ay» and here 
is my Witneſs. [ Draws. 
Wild. Your Evidence, Sir, is very poſitive, and 
ſhall be examin'd ; but this is no Place to try the 
Cauſe ; we'll croſs the Park into the Fields; you ſhall 
throw 'down the Money between us, aud the beſt 
Title, upon a fair Hearing, ſhall take it up. 
og” 


. Oh! de tout mon Cecur- Allons ! 
Fi Fra Pl 'la Tate, begar. 5s [ Exit. 
SCEN E, LatiGwell' Apartment 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 
| Lune Pſhaw! Pm 'ſuch' a'frighted* Fool! "Twas 
cothing but a Fancy .Come, Parly, get me 
Pen and Ink, I'll divert it. Sir Harry ſhall 'know 
what a"'Wite he-had, Fm refolv'd. Cho! he wou'd not 
hear me fora. he'll read ny" BENer T1775": 
7 vr doit "[Sitiidovew Iv wuriite. | 

Ghef, fiat lubia pole | 
Lure. ProteQ me Perl, don' teave me. — 

But | won't mind it. 


Gboſt, Hold ! 


Lurt, 
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Lure. Defend me ! Don't you hear a Voirs ? 
_ Par. thought To, Madam. | 
- Lure. It call'd, Hold ! T1! venture once more. 
[Sits down to writ 
_ Gbopt. Diſturb no more the Quiet of the Dead. 
Lure. Now it is plain. I heard the Words. 


Par. Deliver us, Madam, and forgive us our Sins! 
"What is it ? 


Ghot enters, Latewall and Parly foriek, and run t « 
bo Corner of the Stage. * 
Ghef. Behold the airy Form of wrong'd Angelica, 
Forc'd from the Shades below to vindicate 
her Fame. 
Forbear, malicious Woman, thus to load 
With ſcandalous Reproach the Grave of In- 
nocence. 
| Repent, vain Woman! 
Thy Matrimonial Vow is regiſter'd above, 
| And all the Breaches of that folemn Faith 
Are regiſter'd below. I'm ſent to warn thee 


to repent. 
To to wrong thy injur'd Huſband's 
- Be 
Diſturb no more the Quiet of the Dead. 


'L þ [Stalk Fl 
urewell gs, and Parly ſupports 
Par. Help? help! help! 


Enter Standard and F evball. 


Stand, Bleſs us! What, fainting ! What's the mat- 
ter ? 


Fire. Breeding, breeding, Sir. 


Par. Oh, Sir! we're frighted to Death ; here hv * 


been the Ghoſt again. 


Stand. Ghoſt! Why you're ' mad, ſure! What 
Ghoſt? 


Par. The Ghoſt of a Sir Harry Wi mt 
Wife. 


Stand. Angelica! 


Par, 
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Par. Yes, Sir; and here it preach'd to us the Lord 
' knows what, and murder'd my Miſtreſs with mere. 
Morals. 


Firt, A' good "Hearing, Sir; twill do her” d. 
Stand. IN her in, Parly. goo 


[Parly Jags out Lurewell. 
What can this mean, Brother ? 


Fire. The Meaning's plain. There's a Defign of _ 
Communication betweeri JO Wife and Sit Merry; ; fo 
' his Wife is*come to forbid the Bans, that's all, 

$S:and. No, no, Brother. If I may be' induc'd to be- 
' lieve the NE of Ghoſts, I rather fancy that” the 
rattle-headed Fellow her Hufband has broke the 
Lady's Heart ; which,' together with the Indi gnity of 
her Butial, has made her uneaſy in her Grave. 
But whatever be the Cauſe, it's 7? we worn d find 
out Sir Harry, and inform him. 


"SCENE, 2h Park. 


[Exeunr. 


Curt avalking ; Wildair and Marquis paſſing haſtily 
over the Stage, one calls, 
Lord. Sir Harry. 
Wild. My Lord ?— Monſieur, P11 follow you, Sir. 
[Exit Marquis. 
Lo. I muſt talk with'you, Sar. 
Wild. Pray, my Lord, let it ey ſhort, for I was 
never in more Haſte in my Life. 
Lo.' May I prefime, 'Sir, to enquire the' Cauſe that 
detain'd you fo late laſt Night at my Houſe ? 
Vila. More Miſchief a in 1———Perhaps, my Lord, 
' I'may not preſume 'to inform you. | 
' Lo. Then perhaps, Sir, I may preſume to extort it 
| you. 
Wild. Look ye, my Lord, don't frown ; it ſpoils 
your Face.———But if you muſt know, your Lady owes 


me two hundred Guineas, and that Sum I will preſume 
to extort from your Lordſhip. 


Zo. Two hundred Guiheas ! Have you any Thing to 
ſhew for it ? 


Wild 


| Exceſs of good Manners. 
our Wit and Breeding. 
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Wild. Ha, ha, ha! Shew for it, my Lord, I ſhew' 
 Quint and Quatorz for-it; and to a Man of Honour, 
_ -boaes as a Bond and Judgment. | 

o. Come, Sir, this won't paſs upon me; I'm a Man 
of Honour.” i ESE INED Lars po | - xs A. 8 

Wild. Honour ! Ha, ha, ha !=—"Tis very ſtrange 
| that ſome Men, tho' their Education be never fo pal. 
. lant, will ne'er learn Breeding! Look ye, my Lord, 
when you and I were under the Tuition of our Go- 
 vernors, and convers'd only with old: Cicere, Liny, 
Virgil, Plutarch, and the like ; why then ſuch a Man 
_ was a Villain, and ſuch a one was a Man of Honour: 
But now, that I have known the Court, a little of 
- -what they call the Beaumonde, and the Belle. e/prit, 1 
| find that Honour looks as ridiculous as Roman Bus- 
kins upon your Lordſhip, or my full Peruke upon Sci- 
 pio Aﬀricanus. RR” En 
Zo, Why ſhould you think fo, Sir ? 

Wild. Becauſe the World's improv'd, my Lord, and 
we find that this Honour is a very troubleſome and 
impertinent Thing — Can't we live together 
like good Neighbours and Chriſtians, as they do in 
France ? 1 lend you my Coach, I borrow yours ; you 
dine with me, I fup with you; I lie with your Wife, 
and you lie with mane. Honour ! That's ſuch an 
 Impertinence! Pray, my Lord, hear me. 
What does your Honour think of murdering your 
Friend's Reputation ; making a Jeſt of his Misfortunes; 
; couing him at Cards; debauching his Bed; or the 
Like ? : 167 "04 7 65 Av. 

_ Lo, Why rank Villainy. $-£ 32 5 WITT 

Wild. Piſh! Piſh! Nothi s but good Manners; 

hy you ha'n't been at 
Court lately. There *tis the only Praftice to ſhew 
| As for Inftance: Your 
Friend reflefts upon you when abſent, becauſe 'ti 
good Manners ; rallies you when preſent, becauſe 'ti 
| witty ; cheats you- at Piquet, to ſhew he has been nn 
France; and lies with your Wife, to ſhew he's a Man 


of ality. 
OT " 
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Lo. Very well, Sir. 

Wild. In ſhort, my. Lord, you have a wrong No- 
tion of Things. Shou'd a Man with a handſome Wife 
revenge all Aﬀronts done to his Honour, /poor Hhite, 
Chaves, Morris, Locket, Pawlet and Pontack, were ut- 
terly ruin'd., _ : 
bo; How @, Iu t-::i:.:: i, -? 4% | | 

I:1d. Becauſe, ' my Lord, you muſt run all their 
Cuſtomers quite through the Body. Were it not for 
abuſing your Men of Honovr, 'Taverns .and .Choco-” 
late-Houſes cou'd not ſubſiſt; and were there but a 
round Tax laid upon Scandal and falſe Politicks, we 
Men of Figure. wou'd find it much heavier than four 
Shillings in the Pound, —— Come, come, my Lord, no 
more on't, for Shame ; your Honour is ſafe enough, 
for I have the Key of its Back-door m my Pocket. 

Dh | 21 [Runs off. 

Lo. Sir, I ſhall meet you another Time. [Exit, 


SCENE, the Fields, 
Enter Marquis ith a Servant carrying his fighting Equi- 


page, Pumps, Cap, &. He dreſſes himſelf accordingly, 
and flourijces about the Stage, 4 3 | 


Mar, Sa, ſa, ſa, fient 31a Tate. Sa, Embaracade : 
Quart ſur redouble. Hey |! 


\ aver, Wada, 6 EVE» | 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha! the Devil! Muſt I fight with a | 
Tumbler ? Theſe French are as great Fops in their 
Quarrels, . as in their Aniours. 
Mar, Allons! Allons! Stripe, ftripe! | | 
Wild. No, no, Sirz I never ftrip to engage a Man; 
I fight as. I dance ———Come, Sir, down with the 


oney. | OR. | 
| Mar. Dere it is, pardie. 7 ESE OF: 5 
[ Lays down the Bag between "em, 
Allons ! | | TW ; 
VourT*-?"7 Q_ Enter 


\ 
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| Enter Dicky, and gives Wildair a 'Gun, 
Morbleu'! que fa? 5 woe - 

Wild. Now, Monſieur, if you offer to ſtir, Il ſhovt 
you through the Head. -Dicky, take up the Mo- 

ney, and carry it home.  _ Td 
Dick, Here it is, faith ; And if my Maſter be kill'd, 
the Money's my own. | | 
Mar. Oh Morbleu ! de Anglis-man be one Coward, 
Wild. Ha, ba, ha! Where is your French Politique, 
Come, Monſieur, you muſt know I ſcorn to 
"Fight any Man for my own ; but now we're upon the 
Level ; and fince you have been at the Trouble of put- 
ting on your Habiliments, I muſt requite your Pains. 
$0 come on, Sir. = -: | 
WE [Lays down the Gun, and uſes his Sword. 
Mar. Come on | For wat, wen de Money is gone ? 


De France-man fight were dere is no Profit ! Pardonnez 
moy, pardie. | 


[Sits down to pull off his Pumps. 
 7ild. Hold, hold, Sir; you muſt fight. Tell me 
how you came by this PiQture ? RR 
Mar. [Starting up.) Wy den, begar, Monſieur Che» 
valier, ſince de Money be gone, me vill ſpeak de ve- 
ritie : Pardie, Monſieur, me did make de 
Cuckle of you, and your Vife ſend me de Pifure for my 
Pain. | | 
Wild. Look ye, Sir, if I thought 5ou had Merit 
enough to gain a Lady's Heart from me, I wou'd ſhake 
Hands immediately, and be Friends : But as I believe 
you to be a vin ſcandalons Lyar, I'll cut your Throat. 


[They fight. 


Enter Standard and Fireball, avho part *em. 
Stand. Hold, hold, Gentlemen. Brother, ſe- 
cure the Marquis. —Come, Sir Harry, put up; | 
have ſomething to ſay to you ay 4 ſerious, 47; 
Wild. Say it quickly then ; for I am a little out of 


Humour, and want ſomething to make me laugh. _. 
oe, and Fireball "yr. _ 
Stand, 


{4s they talk, Marquis dr 
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Stand. Will what's very ſerious make you laugh ? 
Wild. Moſt of all. 

Stand. Pſhaw! Pray, Sir Harry, tell me ,what 
made you leave your Wife ? | 

IFild. Ha, ha, ha! I knew it. ———Pray, Colonel, | 
what makes you ſtay with your Wife ? 

Stand. Nay, but pray anſwer me direMy ; I beg it 
as a Favour. 

IFild. Why then, Colonel, you muſt know we were 
a Pair of the moſt happy, toying, fooliſh People in the 
World, till ſhe got, I don't know how, a Crotchet of 
Jealouſy i in her Head. This made her frumpiſh ; but 
we had neer an angry Word: She only fell a crying 
over Night, and I went for Italy next Morning.-—-- 
But pray no more on't, Are you hurt, Mon- 
ſieur ? 

Stand, But, Sir Elarry, you'll be ſerious A Oak l 
tell you that her Ghoſt appears. _ 
Wild. Her Ghoſt! Ha, ha, ha! That's pleaſant, 
faith, 

—_ As ſure as Fate, it walks in my TTouſe. 
Wild. In your Houſe! Come along, Colonel ; 
the Lard 11 ki6 it. [Excaunt Wild, and Pad 

Mar. Monſieur le Captain, Adieu. 

Fire. Adieu ! No, Sir, you ſhall follow Sir Har Lys 

Mar, For wat ? 
Fire, For what! Why, d'ye think Pmſuch a Rogue 
as to part a Couple of Gentlemen when they're fight- 
ing, and not ſee *em make an End ont: I think 


25 of leſs Sin to part Man and Wite, ——Come along, 
WF £ 


[Exit, pulling Monfceur... 
SCEN E, Standard's Houſe. 


Enter Wildair and Standard. | 

Wal. Well then ; this, it ſeems, is the inchanted 
Chamber. The Ghoft has pitch'd upon a handſome 
Apartment however. — — Well, Colonel, when do 


you mtend to begin ? 
| | Q 2 Stand, 


= Sr Harry Wildair ; being 
Stand. What, Sir? | | 
Wild. To'laugh at me ; I know you deſign it. 
Stand. Ha! By all that's powerful, there it 1s. 


Ghoſt ewalks croſs the Stage. | 

Wild. The Devil it is Emh! Blood, I'll ſpeak 
to't. | Vous, Mademoifelle Ghoſt, parlez vous 
Francois ?—-No! Hark ye,. Mrs. Ghoſt, will your 
Ladyſhip be pleas'd to inform us'who you are, that we 
may pay you the Reſpect due to your Quality. 
25, | | Ghoft returns, 
Ghej?. I am the Spirit of thy departed Wife. 
Wild. Are vou, faith ! Why then here's the Body of 
thy living Huſband, and ſtand me if you dare. [ Rans 
to her, and embraces her.].—— 3 -— Ha ! *tis Subſtance, 
I'm ſure. But hold, Lady Ghoſt, ſtand off a little, 
and tell me in good Earneſt now, whether you are alive 
-:or dead, | | 

Ang. [Throwing off her Shrowd.]J—— Alive ! alive! 
[ Runs and throws her Arms about his Neck.) and never 
liv'd ſo much as in this Moment. 

Wild. What d'ye think of the Ghoſt now, Colonel? 
[She hangs upon him] ls it not a very loving Ghoſt? 

Stand, Amazement ! FS 

Wild. Ay, tis Amazement, truly. —— Look 
ye, Madam, I hate to converſe fo familiarly with Spi- 
Tits: Pray keep your Diſtance, 

Ang. | am alive, indeed I am. 

W:1d. I don't believe a Word on't. [ Mowing away, 
p Stand. Sir Earry, you're more afraid now than be- 

ore. | 
IWild. Ay, moſt Men are more afraid of a living Wite 
than a dead one. _ | 
Strand. *Tis good Manners to leave you together, 
however, | | | [ Ext. 

 2ng.*Tis unkind, my Dear, after ſo long and te- 
dious an Abſence, to a the Stranger ſo. I now ſhall 
di> in earneſt, and mult for ever vaniſh from your 
Sight. | - [Weeping and going. 


Wil 
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Wild. Hold, hold, Madam. Don't be angry, my 
Dear ; you took me unprovided : Had you but ſent me 
Word of your coming, I had got three or four Speeches: 
out of Oroonoko and the Mourning-Bride upon this Oc- 
cafion, that wou?d. have  charm'd\ your very Heart. 
But'we'll do as: well as we can ; I'll. have the Muſick 
from-both Houſes; Pawler and Locket ſhall contrive 
- for-our Taſte ; we'll charm ours with  4be/'s Voice; 
feaſt our Eyes with one another; and thus, with all 
our Senſes:tun'd to Love, we'll hurl off our Cloaths, 
| leap into Bed, and there——Look ye, Madam, if I 
don't welcome you home with Raptures more natural, 
and more moving, than all the Plays in Chrifendom—— 
Fll fay vo more. | 

Ang.. As mad as ever. 

Wild. But eaſe my Wonder firſt, and let me know 
the Riddle of your Death. 

Ang. Your unkind Departure hence, and your a- 
_ voiding me abroad, made me reſolve, fince I cou'd not 
live with you, to die to all the World beſides : I fan- 
cy'd, that tho? it exceeded the Force of Love, yet the 
Power of Grief perhaps might change your Humour, 
and therefore had it given out that 1 dy'd in Frame; 
my Sickneſs at Monrpelrer, which indeed was next to 
Death, and the Aftrront offer'd to the Body of our Am- 
baſlador's Chaplain at Paris, conduc'd to have my 
Burial private. This deceiv'd my Retinue; and by 
the Afiltance of my Woman, and your faithful Ser- 
| vant, | got into Man's Cloaths, came home into Erg- 
. land, and ſent him to obſerve your Motions abroad, 
with Orders not to undeceive you till your Return,—— 
Here I met you in the Quality of Beau Barzer, your 
buſy Brother, under which Difguiſe I have diſap- 
pointed your Deſign upon my Lady Larexell; and, 
in the Form of a Ghoſt, have reveng d the Scan- 
dal ſhe this Day threw upon me, and have frighted 
her ſufficiently from lying alone. 1 did reſolve to: 
have frighted you likewiſe, but you were too hard for 


me, 
0-2 | Wild. 
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Wild. How weak, how ſqueamiſh, and- how fear- 
ful are Women, when they want to be humour'd ! and 
how extravagant, how daring, , and/ how provoking, 
when they pet the impertinent Maggot in their Hea&! 


But by what Means, -my- Dear, could. you! pur- 
chaſe this double Diſguiſe ? How came you by ny! Let- 
ter to my Brother? | | | & fy 
Ang. By intercepting all- your. Letters ſince* I came 
home. But for my ghoſtly Contrivance, good Mrs, 
Parly (mov'd by the Juſtneſs of my Cauſe, and a Bribe) 
was my chief Engineer. 


Enter Fireball and Marquis: 

Fire. Sir Harry, if you have a Mind to fight it out, 
there's your Man ; if not, 1 have difcharg'd my 'Truf;, 

Wild. Oh, Monſieur! Won't you ſalute your Miſ- 
treſs, Sir ? be | 
_ Mar, Oh, Morbleu! Begar me muſt ran to ſome 
oder- Country now for my Religion. | oy 

Ang. Oh ! what the French Marquis! I know him, 
Wild. Ay, ay, my Dear, you do know him, and [ 
_ can't be angry, becauſe *tis the Faſhion for Ladies to 
know every Body : But methinks, Madam, that. Pic- 
ture now! Hang it, conſidering *twas my Gift, you 
might have kept it But no matter; my Neiyh- 
bours ſhall pay for't. | 

Fng. Picture, my Dear! Cou'd you think I &er 
wou'd part with that? No; of all my Jewels, this 
alone I kept, *caufe *rwas given by you. 

04 1 11 Tf Sheavs the Pure, 

Wild. Eh ! Wonderful !-—— And what's this ? 

18 | {Pulling out t'other Pifure, 

Ang. They're very much alike. S; 

Wild. So alike, that one might fairly pafs for other, 

—— —-Monfieur Marquis, ecoute. You did lie 
wid my Vife, and -ſhe did give you de PiQure for 
your Pain. Eh! Come, Sir, add to your France Poli- 
rique-a little- of your Native Impudence, and tell us 
plainly bow you came by't. 


Mar. 


 PiRture, an I give him ten Piſtole' for'de Copy. 


thy Country. ——— Loo 
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Mar. Begar, Monſieur! Chevalier, wen de 'France- 
man can tell no more Lye, den'vill he teffl Trute,—— 
I was acquaint wid de Paintre dat draw your Lady's 


An ſo me ave de PiQure of all de Beauty in Loviden ; and 
by dis Politique, me ave de Reputation to _ wid dey 
all, 

- Wild. When perhaps your Pleafure never reach'd 
above a Pit-Maſque in your Life. ' 

Mar. An begar, for dat Matre, de Natre of Wo- 
men, a Pit-Maſque is as good as'de beſt. De Plea- 
fure 1s nothing, de Glory 1s ow Alamode de France. 

* [Struts out, 

Wild. Go thy ways fora true Pattern of the Vani- 

ty, "Tana —_— and the Oftentation of 
ye, Captain, give me thy 

Hand ; once I was a Friend to France; but henceforth 
I promiſe to ſacrifice my Faſhions, Coaches, Wigs, and 
Vanity, to Horſes, Arms, and Equipage, and ſerve my 


King #n propria Perſona, to promote a vigorous War, if 
there be Occaſion. 


Fire. Bravely ſaid, Sir Harry: And if all the Beaux 
in the Side-boxes were of your Mind, we would ſend 
'*m back their Z*A3be; and Balon, and ſhew *em a new 
Pance, to the Tune of Horry the Fifth, 


Enter Standard, Lurewell, Dicky and Parly. 
Wild. Oh Colonel! Such Diſcoveries ! | 
8:and. Sir, I have heard all from your Servant ; ho- 
neſt Dichy has told me the whole Story. 
Wild. Why then let Dicky rn for the Fiddles imme- 
diatel 
"Dick Oh, Sir ; I knew what 1t would come'to ; 
they” re here already, Sir: 
i1d. Then, Colonel, we'll have a new Wedding, 
and begin it with a Dance———— Strike up... 
[4 Dance here, 
Stand. Now, Sir Harry, we have retriev'd our 
Wives ; yours from Death, and mine from the 6 
v 


r;:6 SC: Harry Wildair, &c. 
vil; and they are at preſent very honeſt. But hoy 
ſhall we keep.'em fofT 7 EA 7 

Ang, By being good Huſbands, Sir.; and. the great 
Secret for keeping Matters right-in-Wedlock,. is uever 
to quarrel with your Wives for Trifles : For we are but 
Babies at beſt, and muſt have our Play-things, our 
Longings, our Vapours, our Frights, our Monkies, 
our China, our Faſhions, our Waſhes, our Patches, our 
Waters, our Tattle and Impertinence ; therefore, [ 
 fay, *tis better to let a Woman play the Fool, than 
provoke her to play the Devil _ 
Lure, And another Rule, Gentlemen, let me adviſe 
you to obſerye ; never to be jealous;. or 1f you ſhou'd, 
be ſure never to let your Wife think yow ſuſpe her; 
for we are more reſtrain'd by the Scandal of the Lewd- 
neſs, than by the Wickedneſs of the Fatt ; when once 
a Woman has borne the Shame 'of a Whore, ſhe'll dil- 
patch you the Sin in a Moment. 

I/iId. We're oblig'd to you Ladies, for your Ad- 
vice.; and in Return, = me Leave to give you the 
Definition. of a good: Wite, in the Character of my 
Own. Y i x4 v 

The Wit of her Converſation never.out-ſtrips the 


Condu&t of her Behaviour : She's affable to all Men, | 


free with no Man, and only kind to me: Often chear- 
ful, ſometimes gay, and always pleas'd, but when I am 
angry ; then forry, not ſullen: 'The Park, Play-houſe, 
_ and Cards, ſhe frequents in Compliance with Cuſtom ; 
but hec Diverſions of Inclination are at home : She's 
more cautious of a remarkable Woman, than of a noted 
Wit, well knowing that the Infection of her own Sex 
is more catching than the Temptation of ours : To all 
this, ſhe is beautiful to a Wonder, ſcorns all Devices 
that engage a Gallant, and uſes all Arts to pleaſe her 
Huſband. | 


So, ſpite of Satyr 'painſt a marry'd Life, 
A Man is truly bleft with fuch a Wife. 
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EPILOGUE. 
By a FRIEND. 


4 Entre bleu ! were is dis dam Poet ? were 
Garzoon ! me wil cut off all his two Ear : 

Fe ſuis Enrage now he is not here. 

He has affront de French ! Le wilaine Bete! 

De French ! your beft Friend ! —— you ſuffre dat ? 
Parbleu ! Mefſieurs a ſerait fort Ingrate! 

Vat have you Engliſh, dat you can call your own ! 
Vat have you of grand Pleaſure in dis Town, 
Vidout it come from France, Hat wil go down? 
Picquet, Baſſet ; your Fin, your Dre, your Dance 
'Tis all, you ſee, tout Alamode de France. « 
De Beau dere buy a hondre Knick-knack ; 
He carry out Wit, but ſeldom bring it back : 

But den he bring a Snuff-box Hinge, ſo ſmall 

De TFoint, you can no ſee de Yark at all, 
. Coft him five Piſtoles, dat ts ſheap enough, 

In tre Year it ſal jJave half an Ounce of Snofſt. 
De Coquet, ſhe ave her Ratifia dere, | 


Her Gown, her Complexion, Deux yeux, her Lovere. 


{'s fer de Cuckold -—— dat indeed you can make here, 
De French it is dat teach de Lady wear | 
De ſhort Muff, wit her wvite Elbow bare ; 


De Beaux ge large Muff, wit his Sleeve down dere," 


* Pointing to his Fingers, 


Ve 


EPIL OG UE 
Fe teach your Vifes to ope dere Huſbands Purſes, 
To put de Furbelo round dere Coach, . and dere Horſes. 
Garzoon ! we teach you every Ting de Vark 
For wy den your damn Poet dare to ſnarle ? 
Begar, me wil bs revenge upon his Play, 
Tre touſan Refugee ( Parblzu Ceft wray ) 
Sall all come here, and damn him upon his tird Day. 
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